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TO TIVO TRUER FRIENDS. 

" Friends are in li/^s exchange the sterling coin. 
True tender for the rarest forms of joy ; 
The only pauper is the friendless man:* 

—p. 67. 



FOREWORD. 

The critic, turning over the uncut pages, will 
with unerring judgment settle the character of 
this book off-hand : " wanting in all historic spirit ; 
— the lines limp, being rather prose than verse ; 
— the subject is one far too close to most men's 
hearts to be thus treated ; — the writer is evidently 
callow both in life and thought" All which sins 
the shaper feels but too strongly, and had he 
felt nothing beyond, these sheets would never 
have been pressed. Yet as he re-read them, full 
of doubt, he seemed half conscious of an element 
of truth therein, for he had written them ear- 
nestly,— and Earnestness and Truth are twin 
sisters, if they be not two names for the only 
daughter of God. 

Then in his A^yxhX, came td him the words of 
Schiller : 

"Du musst glauben, du musst wagen, 
Dena die Gotter leihn jHein Pfand." ^/ 

So this Passion-Play goes forth to meet what 
can scarcely fail to be a harsh greeting. 

Unconsciously much probably has been bor- 
rowed, consciously but little; and of this latter, 
the Magdalene's song (p. 33) deserves peculiarly 



VI 



to be noted. It is a very free version of a well- 
known German song brought to the shaper's 
notice by a friend. Other matter will be recog- 
nised by old Passion-play readers, and the notion 
of the Eternal-Jewish, as embodied in the Wan- 
dering JeWy is of course taken from Goethe's 
Self- Life, 

As to the scope of the book — its \67o? — that 
must speak for itself Modern science and modern 
culture are freeing us from the old theological 
shackles; let them take heed that in destroying 
a human divinity they do not forget a divine 
humanity. But enough — 

"I have dared, and will await the end!'' 



PERSONS REPRESENTED. 



PROLOGUE. 

Spirit of Negation. Demon of Ambition. 

Demon of Lust. Demon of Doubt. 

Choruses of Spirits and Mortals. 

PLAY. 

Jesus, a prophet. ist Pharisee. 

John \ 2nd Pharisee. 

Peter \ his disciples. 1st Centurion. 

Judas ^ 2nd Centurion. 

Nathan, a cobbler. 1st Peasant. 

Sauel, a follower of Jesus. 2nd PEASANT. 

\st Jew. Boppo, a fool. 

2nd Jew. Simon, a wealthy publican. 

Mi^RY Magdalene. 
Mary, the mother ^ Jesus. 

Other yewSf citizens, women, peasants, soldiers, choruses, &^c, 
SCENE — yerusalem and neighbourhood. 



ERRATA. 

Act IL Scene III. throughout far "ist Jew" read ** 2nd Jew," 
and for "2nd Jew" read " ist Jew." 

Page 132, line 4 from bottom, y&r "fools" read "fool." 
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PROLOGUE IN CHAOS. 

Spirit of Negation. 

« 

All life is straggle of opposing powers ; 

To be, to live, — these but denote 

The wrestling with resistful force, 

Destractive to what thwarts its ends. 

Creative in itself. To act 

And suffer form the flow and ebb of life, 

Both are but phases of one common law. 

Inherent preface to alternate sway. 

As from the vanquished victory is bom, 

So life consists in others' death. 

All stages in fruit's ripeness mark 

The steps towards decay ; and while 

Some greater being lives, each moment die 

A m)niad lesser, living sacrifice 

To life. The Universe, whose vital breath 

Is drawn from endless course of change, is course 

Of endless death; for in that seething fire 

Are mingled lifeless ash and living flame 

Inseparable. Birth and death are but two faces 
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Of one coin current in life's world exchange ; 

Negation is a first necessity 

From which all being springs, to which it tends. 

And those primeval forces which destroy 

Are by their nature as divine, 

As needful as creative deity. 

Both are but elements of one great law, 

Which ruleth all that is, which lives 

In all that is, — which is, what is, — 

The one, the true idea which first 

In being takes its form, and yet 

With bemg is identical, — a mystery 

Beyond the power of aught to comprehend, 

Except that intellect, which in itself 

All law, must act with will unchangeable. 

Of its own essence truly cognizant 

Bad, good, are terms invented by mankind 

To note what checks, what fosters its small span. 

One flash of joy amidst a night of woe 

And man's poor crampbd life has sped ! 

Joy, ceaseless joy he craves, and instinct bids 

Him praise those powers divine, which he, 

Unthinking, deems for him created all : 

While we who bring man only pain. 

Are in his dull theology 

The outcasts of the Universe ! . 

We, though destructive, are no less a need 

Of that one ever changing, boundless whole, 

Than the opposing forces which create. 

The man who hath the power to grasp a thought 
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Beyond the nairow bounds of good and ill, 
Will mark our true relation and our part 
Within great Nature's universal scheme. 
Yet even if he fails to note 
A truth beyond his sense-bound sphere, 
Across the dim horizon, where the light 
Of reason casts gigantic shadow-forms 
Of an unknown infinity, product 
Unreal, titanic, thought and hope confused, 
Wherein the mind, urged by desire, 
Strives through its feeble logic to deduce 
Those images with which the fancy fills 
The yawning void, — at least, if real infinity 
And infinite reality lie far 
Beyond the intellectual scope of man, 
He yet can reach truth relative 
To him and that small world of his. 
There he will find that what he deemeth good. 
That what he holdeth noble, just, or right, 
Owe all existence to their n^ative. 
Which by opposing calls them into life. 
Without a wrong were no nobility, 
Without a sorrow were no sympathy ; 
Evil and pain are root and stem 
Of all man's holiest acts and noblest hopes, 
And where their influence fails 
His life is sluggish mediocrity. 
- 'Tis we, 'tis evil gives the earnest tone, 
The touch divine, the stamp of god 
To that fi^ child of Nature's sport. 
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But friends, 'tis time that we to council pass, 
For I would gladly hear what ye have done 
In that small region where your work, 
Prolific of result, is m6st repaid. 
First, then, thou Spirit of all fleshly Lust, , 
Whose duty and whose pleasure 'tis to stir 
Those wond'rous juices of the human blood. 
Which, heated, course into the brain. 
There to evaporate in sensuous fumes. 
And dim the warning beacon of the mind ; — 
Say, Spirit; what hast thou achieved? 

Demon of Lust. 

Great Prince of Chaos and Eternal Night ! 

Thy words encourage me to tell what I, 

Obedient to instinctive destiny. 

To Nature's primal impulse have performed 

Long. since I marked, and to my purpose turned 

The gulf which, ever wid'ning, man has fixed 

Between the native factors of his being, 

Twin essences of spirit and of flesh ; 

A gulf, created by desire 

Of finite life to break its bounds. 

And pass to space and time unlimited 

Once this division, and continuous war 

Rages within the soul of man ; 

The spirit claiming freedom is outraged 

By the base yoke of enslaved matter. 

So to obtain internal peace, mankind 
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Surrenders to the despot rule of one ; — 

Thus where material bond should s3rmbolize 

An intellectual union, 

Either base passion takes its place. 

Reducing love to sense and man to brute, — 

Or else a feeble figment of the mind 

Strives vainly 'gainst a crude reality. 

Ceasing to l)e an essence spiritual 

Backed by material tie. Beauty, 

No longer seen in intellectual types, 

Where a fair form is stamp of fairer mind. 

Becomes a mark of sense, and sensuous 

Stimulant, priced on the public mart. 

These seeds of discord have I thickly sown 

Within the self-prepared soil, 

Which springing to coarse weeds must choke 

The purer harvest of men's hearts. 

Ever awak'ning fever in the blood. 

And poisoning the finer sap of life, 

Hastening the passions to such deeds 

Of night, as make the world a second hell. 

Say, Prince ; have I not laboured well ? 

Spirit of Negation. 

Demon ! thou hast done well, accomplished much 
In sifting coarse and fine, the chaff and com ; 
Thus through the sieve of evil testing passed 
The pure, diviner elements of man ; 
Destroying with a self-consuming fire 
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The grosser principles which clog the souL 
Now thou, — ^who with thy spur dost urge 
Man, all foi^etful of his fellows' claims. 
To treat their life as puppet-play, 
To hold himself (Nature's mechanic doll) 
Prime mover of the wires, which cause 
The mock tragedians at his will to dance ; — 
Say, Spirit ; what hast thou achieved ? 

Demon of Ambition. 

Lord of Negation, thou shalt briefly hear 

How with unwearied zeal I have fulfilled 

The task imposed, — ever with ready hand 

Casting fresh fiiel on ambition's flame. 

Desire to act, and not be instrument ; 

Leading, not lead ; farming, not formed ; 

To be the potter's shaping hand. 

And not the plastic clay he moulds, — 

Such impulse is deep rooted in mankind. 

Impulse, which firmly bridled by the curb 

Of human sympathy, is source 

Of greatest deeds, and fires the soul 

To actions which outlive their doer. 

But where the love of might doth break all bonds 

Except the chain it forges for itself. 

Forges in folly blind, — there have I worked 

With most destructive force. Until 

The man grown lord of all the world he knew. 

Master of million slaves but not himself, 
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Would for brute pleasure ravage it. 

Or where the hero of a thousand fights, 

Through endless tofl and dangers overcome, 

Sees the false tymnt of his country slain, 

Himself the idol worshipped by the folk. 

As saviour of their freedom, knows his power. 

And feels the glitt'ring crown within his grasp. 

There have I played my part, and blessing won 

By blood have with blood turned to curse. 

Yet other cravings to excel 

Have I unto my purpose turned ; 

Many there are who seek to rule 

By mind and not by sword ; by word, not deed. 

These have I stifled in self-consciousness. 

Grudging all praise to merit not their own ; 

Such men who, while Eternity cries, Haste ! 

Stay haggling over temporalities. 

Or him, who as a prophet found new creed. 

New ideal for a poor humanity. 

Have I persuaded to gain weight and fame 

More lasting as a self-proclaim&d god. 

Others in whom my influence waxbd strong, 

Good honest citizens of homely power. 

Have I impelled unto a useless life, 

Inciting to a task beyond their reach : 

So that neglecting what they could, 

They sought the unattainable, and soured 

With failure of their secret hopes. 

Thus much and more, great Prince, have I achieved 
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/ 
Spirit of Negation. 

'Tis well ; thou hast not wanted diligence, 

But with fit judgment harvested 

Occasion, as it ripen'd to thine end. 

Impatient now we turn to thee, 

Thou greatest of our counsellors ! 

Whose aid hath often brought the powers of Night 

victorious from a field, where their defeat 

Seemed sure, thy fellows being discomforted. 

Thou, who, despising ruder forms of war. 

Insidious attack the final stay 

Of man's defence, and in thy darkness shroud 

The struggling light of intellect ; — 

Say, Spirit ; what hast thou achieved ? 

Demon of Doubt. 

Great Lord of darkness and the powers obscure ! 
Whose cohorts menace the last rays of light ' 
Which faintly glow across a gloomy world 
In twilight wrapped, where weary mortals long 
For the bright gleam of day — yet vainly long — 
I, thy most faithful vassal, haste to make report 
Of deeds accomplished in the realms of doubt. 
Great doubt ! first cause of human questioning, 
Which, answered by a ripe experience. 
May lead to truth, or else without reply 
Must choke the fountain of man's spiritual joy. 
The road to knowledge passes by the waste 
Of doubt, whereon are many wand'rers lost, 
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For 'tis a wild with dangers thick beset, 

And these of triple kind. Thus, first I mark 

That element of my destructive power, 

Which men term " doubt of self," 

In compass small 'tis p'rhaps fit modesty, 

Yet waxing stronger leads to hesitation. 

To want of faith in self; man questioneth 

The why of individual duty. 

In many have I fostered this conceit 

To such a pitch it needs must end 

In a self-summoned oblivion ; 

Vain hope to solve the problem of their lives 

By rash solution of futurity's. 

But next 'gainst man a deadlier weapon still 

Have I with utmost subtlety prepared. 

Which severs on keen edge the knot of trust. 

And with its poisoned steel doth murder love. 

Its slightest wound is rarely to be healed. 

Since it will fester till the gangrene end 

In the black death of jealousy. 

Such potency hath doubt of fellow-men ! 

For if suspicion be but slept upon. 

The phantoms of a dream will bring conviction. 

Thus armed, have I oft rent the strongest bonds 

Which knit together sympathetic souls ; 

Have torn asunder marriage vows ; 

And crushed the friendliest union, 

The plighted faith of lord and folk. 

These powers of desolation are the least 

With which, O Prince, thou hast invested me. 
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The third and greatest, though akin to these. 

Is in doom's darkness so pre-eminent. 

As the black night of moonless winter month 

Exceeds nocturnal twilight of full summer. 

This most malignant of doubt's &tal germs 

Is that which carries poison to the soul 

By leading it to question, then deny 

Existence of pervading deity. 

While man gives credence to a form of god. 

Be it of stone, or that unchanging law ^ 

Which runs like blood through Nature's giant frame. 

His quest for peace may p'rhaps be not in vain. 

If he allow no rule beyond his own. 

Beyond mankind's, or fate's necessity. 

Then will deep source of comfort fail 

His thirsty soul, and reason vainly seek 

A standard of unchangeable validity. 

The spirit of mankind must ever long, 

Amidst the shifting scenes of its small stage. 

To find that essence of tranquillity. 

Which beyond time eternally remains 

Unchanged ; to fix one spot, where the mind's eye, 

Fatigued by ceaseless motion, may repose 

Upon immutability's still peace. 

This consolation have I oft withdrawn 

From mortals on the strand of life. 

So that, storm-tossed upon the main. 

They helpless roam without a guide. 

As in mid ocean when the mariner 

'Neath starless heaven finds his needle lost. 
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Thus, Prince of Ghaos, have I strived 
To stifle what remains of light 

Spirit of Negation. 

I thank you, lords and princes, for the toil 

Which ye with ceaseless energy have plied 

In the fulfilment of your varied tasks. 

Yet I have with displeasure marked 

A certain joy, which fits not well 

To natures spiritual like ours ; 

A baser joy at the destruction wrought. 

Not purer joy, which springs fi-om active force, 

Regardless of the end attained. 

Rejoice in elemental strength, 

Not at the desolation it achieves ! 

Our Mission is, by Nature's law, to fight 

In the great contest which doth form her life ; 

Our destiny is evil to mankind ; — 

Only the former should afford us bliss. 

As when true hero, hardened to the fray. 

Feels his heart beat at roll of battle drum. 

And rushes all destructive on the foe. 

He but rejoices, conscious in his power. 

Not o'er opponents numbered dead. 

But, friends, I may do wrong thus blaming you ; 

Tis only he who leadeth that can grasp 

The true proportion of each move, 

Giving it meaning fit, and import just. 

In the planned scheme of his campaign. 
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For oft the ruler of a province sees 
No gain in measures for an empire cast : 
The very zeal to serve a part unfits 
All judgment for the welfare of the whole. 

Enough ! I have a purport more than wont 
In holding council now, — and 'tis high time 
I should reveal the special cause which calls 
For labours new and unexampled toil. 
Within this moon is kindled first a spark 
—Which future winds may blow into a flame, 
Whose light, illuming endless cehturies, 
Can cramp for long, if not for aye, our power. 
In eastern Bethlehem is bom to man 
A son, — one of the people bom. 
And bom to bring the people hope and light ; , 
Offspring of village carpenter, — ^Jesus 
By name j whom coming ages shall assert 
In fable was begotten of a god, 
And thus by rendering impossible 
Their concept of the deity, attempt 
To give account of man's divinity. 
Against this son of man and the pure light 
Cast o'er long ages from Judea, 
'Twill be our ceaseless duty to contend ; 
UntU the growing mind of man shall dwarf, 
And smoke of formal sacrifice shall cloud 
The primal chasteness of its brilliancy. 
But now it is the master, not the school. 
Which more directly calls for our attack. 
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Sixain ev'ry nerve and use each stratagem 
• To tempt his soul from its vocation high ; 
Urging by fancies treacherous both flesh 
And mind into rebellious fever. 
Test him with ordeal thrice severe, 
Such as no mortal ever yet has stood, 
In hope to limit his creative power, 
Although to lure him on destruction prove 
Beyond our utmost capabiUty. 
This, Spirits, is our present arduous task, 
Unequalled by that former one, in which 
We met defeat from Sophoniscus' son. 
Haste to attack while youth's strong passions live, 
E'en while the mind, self-conscious of its power. 
Searching for its appointed work. 
Doth revel in luxuriance of action. 
This is your mission ; this my charge. 
Farewell ! Dismissed to labours new. 
Raise our black standard 'gainst the light of day ! 

Demons. 
We hear, dread Prince of Chaos, and obey ! 



[Night and black clouds cover the stage, now and 
again broken by gleams of light, suiting the 
spirit of the choruses^ 
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CHORUS OF ELEMENTAL SPIRITS. 

Destructive Spirits. 

Spirits of Negation, we, 
Destructive through eternity, 
'Midst ceaseless struggle, endless strife, 
Ever turn the wheel of life ; 
Always toiling. 
Ever foiling 
Man's attempts to think and act ; 
Making fable what was fact j 
Making war where there was pact 
Powers of Night ! 
Titanic fight 
Against the might 
Of heaven-born Light ! 
Always moiling, 
Ever soiling 
Man's divinity 
By sin's affinity. 
Spirits of Negation, we, 
Destructive through eternity, 
'Midst ceaseless struggle, endless strife. 
Ever turn the wheel of life. 

Creative Spirits. 

\In the distance^ 

Spirits of Fruition, we. 
Creative through eternity, 
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'Midst ceaseless struggle, endless strife, 
Ever turn the wheel of life. 
Always toiling, 
Ever spoiling 
Death and chaos of their prey; 
Ending dark with dawn of day ; 
Ending sorrow in hope's ray. 
Powers of Light ! 
Titanic fight 
Against the might 
Of hell-bom Night ! 
Always moiling. 
Ever foiling 
Sin's affinity 
By man's divinity. 
Spirits of Fruition, we. 
Creative through eternity, 
'Midst ceaseless struggle, endless strife, 
Ever turn the wheel of life. 



CHORUS OF MORTALS. 
[Sftil more distant ^ but approaching^ 

Toil-worn mortals, such are we, 
Battling through eternity, 
'Midst ceaseless struggle, endless strife. 
Bruised beneath the wheel of life. 

Always hoping, 

Ever groping 
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'Midst the shadows of death's vale ; 
Drinking joy from sorrow's grail. 
While men work and women wail. 

Flotsam on the tide 

Of life's ocean wide, 

Weary mortals ride. 

CHORUS OF ANGELS. 
\jfoyously:\ 

Tidings of great joy we bring, 
Peace on earth, goodwill to men ! 

CHORUS OF MORTALS. 

Hark ! the skies triumphant ring 

With the gladness angels sing ! 

Night is over ; see the dawn ! 

For to us a son is bom ; 

For to us a child is given. 

Storm is passing; clouds are riven; 

Darkness back to Hell is driven. 

Light of Peace, descend as dove ; 

Man shall conquer through the might of love ! 
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ACT L 

SCENE I. 

Street before Nathan's stall, yews passing and re-passing. 
Several stop and speak to Nathan, who continues 
at work, 

1st Jew, Good morning, Nathan. Ever at thy work ! 
I wonder much Jerusalem can find 
Old shoes enough to slake thy cobbling thirst ! 

Nathan. So long as loif ring on the streets shall form 
The sole vocation of her citizens, 
And use of heel exceeds the use of hand, 
My trade at least will thrive. 

2nd Jew, What, Nat ! 

Grumbling as usual that the world 
Was not bom cobbler, nor can cut 
Its sandal-straps itself? Why, man, 
The age is great, and well-nigh bursts 
With novelty. All Jewry 's on the move — 
Your stay-at-home will never learn 
When the right moment hath arrived 
To reap the harvest of his time. 

Nathan, Harvest ! There 's always thistles for the ass ! 
A pretty harvest Magdala 
Has ripened for Jerusalem ! 



J 
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The foolish youth stand in obedient gape 
When pleases her to strut abroad, 
Resigning into woman's hand 
What little freedom Rome hath left the Jews. 

\st Jew, Hist ! Nathan ; Rome of late hath played 
The lisf ner here. But, come, in truth 
The Magdalene is passing fair. 
I^athan, So Samson thought Delilah once. 
ist Jew. Nonsense I 

'Tis grace in beauty to beguile. 
The poor all worship her ; the young 
Hang on her dark and dreamy eyes ; 
Her cherry lips and tresses soft 
Compel e'en age to blindest adoration, 
And, 'midst its carping at youth's joys. 
To vain regret of lusty days long past. 

N'aihan, Only the man by nature slave could love 
Like thou to clink his chains. 

2nd Jew. Stay, Nat — confess ! Myself didst see 
The hammer drop when first she passed thy stall 
And yester morning, when she stopped, 
Instead of seeing to her shoes, thy eyes 
Played truant to thy trade. 

-^^han. Her shoes, indeed ! 

I did but hesitate to tiun my hands 
To such a wench's job ! 
Yet honest labour ever renders clean 
The most iU-gotten shekel's stain. 
^is he who works, not he who pays, 

"^ke the foulest wages sterling coin. 



Sc. I. ] A PASSION PLA V. 19 

2nd Jew, Phew ! Cobbler, thou art alwa3rs prompt 
To slur with thought-out words a thoughtless act 
But what news of thy friend, the Rabbi, 
Our modem prophet? Comes he soon to shake ' 
His thunders at the stubborn walls 
Of old Jerusalem ? Methinks 
The Magdalene and he will quarrel ! 

\st Jew, Eh ? 

What of our new preacher? 'Tis weeks since he 
Hath wandered forth, leaving the mob 
Disconsolate. Fears he the Pharisees ? 

Nathan, More fruit for the time's harvesting ! 
Sadok, Judas of Galilee, 
Now Jesus, to stir up the tickle folk ! 
Why could he not remain at home. 
And learn his father's honest trade ? 
Lord knows ! he would get better pay 
By carving the new Temple gates 
Than teaching heresy inside ! 
Let him leave books to bookish men. 
Leave dogmas to the scribes, and sacrifice, 
Religion — ^what you will — ^to Levite sons. 
Bom of the workers, he should work, not join 
The idlers' throng. 

2nd Jew, But, Nat, 
The people say a prophet has arisen 

Nathan, A prophet now-a-days, forsooth ! 
The Romans have no prophets. 

1st Jew, Well, 

Think what men may, — for one I shall await 
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Until the future riddles out the past, 
Obedient to the law in all 

That 's fitting 

Nathan, Humph ! and find 

A new tradition where it pinches, eh ? 
The law of Moses may be stretched a point 
In worship of the Magdalene ? 

\^rd Jew hurries across,] 

2nd Jew, Hi! Sauel; why thus haste to pass thy 
friends? 
Here 's Nat in humour unsurpassed, 
Playing the censor quite as well 

As our new Rabbi 

T j/ Jew, Would repair 

Our morals as he mends our shoes, — 
By hammering on a sturdy piece 

Of his own leather. What 's the news ? iH 

Sauel, Good morrow, friends. The prophet has come 
back; 

The folk, already densely packed, overflows i% 

The outer court, waiting to hear him preach. 
I 'na for the Temple, to see what 
Goes forward there ; it wants not much 
And they will stone the Pharisees. 
They say his preaching has stirred up 
All Galilee, and thousands flocked 
To hear him on the lake, shouting. 

The new Messiah at last has come, — 
Jesus of Bethlehem, our king !" 
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Others report great wonders done, — 
The blind can see, the lame can walk, 
The very devils hear his voice. 

Nathan. So, so ! 

Tell them he speaks the truth, and they will laugh. 
But say he hath performed a miracle, 
Then all Jerusalem will cry, 
"A prophet, a new prophet, let us hear !" 

2nd Jew, But, friend, what dost thou think thyself? 

Sauel, How can I tell? Many there are who say 
He is from God, Elias, or Messiah ; 
Others, that he is sent from hell ; — 
The Pharisees declare he hath deceived 
The people. Being questioned, he replies, 
" He that hath ears to hear, let him hear !" 
Come, neighbours, to the Temple. 

2nd Jew. I 

Will gladly go to solve my doubt. 

1st Jew, Not I ! 

Words, silky words, can never solve our doubt ; 
'Tis pleasure stifles thought, and so, the germs 
Of doubt I wonder what the Magdalene 
Would think of prophecy ? She 's very dull 
Of late. A sermon 's some diversion — come, 
I'll see if she'll companion us. [Exeunt Jews. 

Nathan, Ugh ! Ranter or woman always so, 
Whatever needeth not their hands 
They'll quick to it. But our Rabbi? 
This move — I feared it would be so — 
Of his fresh tanned morality 
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I 

Is this the end ? , It stinks. ' 

What will our friends the Romans think ? 

They'll smile and watch us cut our throats ; 

Laugh at tradition, Moses' law, 

And our new-fangled prophetling. The mob ? — 

Will die three days for him, then let him die 

For them. So, so, my preacher — shall the last < 

Be first ? — ^Jesus, King of the Jews ! — 

Tickles ? — ^Well, come what may, mankind, thank God, - 

Must still wear out their shoes ! — Heigho ! f 

[ Whistles, then sings,^ 

Cobbler, you 've a noble trade, ■ 

Stitching all the day, O ! 

Count the money you have made, :j. 

For you earn good pay, O ! t: 

Cobbler, build yourself a house, j 

Stitching all the day, O ! 
Nightly there you can carouse 

With your neighbours gay, O ! 
p , , , \Enter Magdalene.] 

Hullo ! Whom have we here ? — The Magdalene ! 
When man is in his happiest mood 
The devil always sends a woman ! 

[Sings, without noticing her,"] 

Cobbler, never take a wife. 

Stitching all the day, O ! 
Life with her were endless strife, 

For it is their way, O ! 
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Mtigd. A pretty song, and a true song, 
Aye, cobbler, " Never take a wife !*' 

Nathan \sulkily\ And pray why not, if one could 
pleasure me? 

Mc^d. The legal fetters chafe the flesh 
They bind, and love is like the wind, 
Which roveth freely o'er the earth. 
The child of liberty and njirth. 

Nathan. Bah ! Tell me the trade a man pursues 
And I will map his morals out, 
For the one dove-tails the other. 

Magd. Therefore thy soul is made of hides ; 
Oh, cobbler, all thy thoughts are leather ! 

Nathan, 'Tis better to have such a soul than none. 
Or one that 's pawned unto the devil 

Magd Why, Nathan, ev'ry woman has a heart 
Which feels, if she has lost her souL "* 

Nathan, Aye, aye, — shut up a woman's armoury, 
Allow no missile glance or barbbd words, 
Then she, deprived of ev'ry dart, will turn 
And fling her heart at you. Oh, women's hearts 
Are like to children's balls, — ^made to be tossed. 

Magd, Yet in the tossing oft must break 
Upon the harder heart of man ; 
Then has poor woman nothing left. 
Come, give me room to sit, and I 
Will tell my tale. 

[She half sits, half leans on Nathan's stall, not 
looking at Nathan, but, playing with his 
hammer, prevents him working^ 
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In Magdala 
My father was the wealthiest man ; 
And I, the fairest of her women. 
He of his gold was proud, and I, 
Of beauty ; — eager both for power. 
I cast my eyes upon the prince ; 
In unlike sense he thought of me, 
Made offers, — scornfully rejected ; 
Then seized a quicker means to gain 
His end, demanding gold or daughter ; 
So for one year I was the slave 
Of his enforced caress, then fled 
The hideous servitude of Magdala, 
To play the empress in Jerusalem, 
Drowning all care in joyousness. 
And mocking sorrow with an even mirth. 
What second course were possible ? 
Your laws had crushed me were I otherwise, 
Perchance the people stoned. Now I 
Override tradition, laugh the priests 
To scorn, and make the formulists 
Forget their cant. I needs must weep 
Did I not And such cause to laugh 
'Midst tricks and customs of the age. 
I will take vengeance on mankind 
For one man's sin, as doth your God. 
My whim becomes their will, my folly rules 
With no light hand their stubborn common sense 
Revenge's cup shall be a double bliss, 
For in its draught lies hatred's smack 
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Beneath the foaming froth of joy. 
Bee-like, I sip from ev'iy flower 
What honey it contains, until 
Its sweetness to the dregs be drained; 
Then onward haste, — life free as love. 

Naihan [moved], 'Tis said an over-fragrant rose 
So dulls the senses of the bee, 
That, drunken, it must sleep, and sleeping die 
Within the flower's embrace. Beware ! 

MagcL Then why not die ? Short, joyous life 
Is worth an age of commonplace. 
The fire-fly of a night must far exceed 
Yon toiling ass in years, 
If time be measured by the sum 
Of passionate delight and pain. [the lot of woe ! 

Naihan \slowiy shaking his head]. The lot of beauty is 
Fear in the Futmre's vinegar 
That you may taste the Present's wine 1 

Magd, The Past 

Is always dead ; unborn 
The Future ; Present only lives. 
Grasp it, and hold it while you may. 
Poor fool ! who, when the Present calls, 
Is busy with the Future's dreams, 
Or 'midst the phantoms of the Past ! [Pauses,] 
But, cobbler, we 're too serious ; 
Why, I had come to gossip here ! 

[Looking ai Nathan, who appears in thought] 
For once you use the head, not hand. 
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[Afier a pause.] It seems hard work. — ^Whafs brewing, 
friend? 

Naihan \with hesitation and pauses], " 
I am well oflf 

Magd, [laughing]. You ought to be ! 

J^athan, And if at any time — you wish — 
To find a resting-place — and live — 
Ajioth 

Magd. [moved]. No more ! It were too strange 
To find a truer father here ! 
[Gaily,] But when the cuckoo makes a nest, ,^i 

Why, then— I '11 come and cobble, Nat. /i 

There seem so few about the streets, — ■ .^ 

Where are your constant gossipers ? •;» 

Nathan, They've to the Temple— all are gone to -.?] 
hear • -■:■ 

The prophet ; best excuse the time \ 

Can render for an idle hour ! 

Magd, This prophet? Is it he of whom ;;: 

I hear men say : — " The new Rabbi \f\ 

Preaches forgiveness of our sins, and lives, f 

Regardless of old custom and the law, 
Himself with publicans and sinners " ? 

Nathan, 'Tis he who stirs the untaught mob 
'Gainst all authority, preaching 
New doctrines at the Pharisees 
Of sufF'rance and humility. 
A fine humility ! which makes itself 
A party in the state, whose cries 
Of " Jesus, Jesus the Jews' King 1" 
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Grow daily louder on the streets. But see ! 
Here come two partisans. 

[Enter Peter and John.] 

Peter. Friend, have you seen the Master pass ? 

Nathan, 7>5^ master; of which master speak ye? 
Masters now-a-days are good cheap. 
Each man who fails to earn his bread 
By honest work styles himself " master." 
'Twere hard to find a knave ! 

John. Our Lord 

At least can claim one faithful knave. 

Peter. Nay, Jesus wants not servants true. 
Ready to fight the world for him. 

Nathan. Just so. 

Blind instruments ; poor tools handy 
To his ambition when it pleases him 
Their edge to dull in vain attempt 
To carve the knotty block of fate. 

Peter. Cobbler, 

Thou hast no power to understand this man, 
Nor understanding fit to grasp his power. 
I tell thee, friend, the walls of ancient Rome 
Will shake when he proclaims himself — Messiah 
Has come ! 

Nathan. Forsooth, if words could move the world. 
Your lord and you would change its course ! 

John. His words are love, and love is Gk)d, 
With power to shake a thousand worlds 
From out their gloom, shedding new light 
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And life on man. It is enough, he loves ! 

Mc^d, He loves ! What love is this, 
That preacher should have caught 
Her wayward flitting breath ? 
Thought for his country's weal. 
Or reverence for its god ? 
These spring from hope or fear, 
But in no passion other than itself 
Can love take root. An impulse uncontrolled, 
Which wills a curbless joy, — 
Fever divine in youth, 
Mad sickness of old age, 
The one unfathomed bliss 
Which Nature grants to men. 
And shall this Jesus feel 
Its noontide heat, winfring 
In chill philosophy ? 

jQhn, Woman, 

Thou canst not comprehend his love. 
It is too deep, too broad, too strong 
For words to paint its mighty stream ; 
Those few alone its force can judge 
Who have been borne upon the flood. 

Peter, Aye, such a love for frail mankind 
As will subdue the world for man's 
Own welfare, taking upon itself 
The perilous duties of a king. 

Nathan. So, so ! 

'Tis a strange love, which ends in thrones, 
Against whose steps must break the waves 
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Of many a natioa's blood. But, friends, 
A wooden house is lightly burnt ; 
The mason, not the carpenter, doth build 
For aye ! 

John, His kingdom rests 
On love, not force, — ^being of the spirit, 
Ndt the flesh. 

Nathan [aside]. Oh, wondrous ghost ! 
I prithee ask the Magdalene 
Of such a disembodied love. 

Magd, [who appears to have been thinkings but catches 
the last word\ This love ? Is it unlike 
The yearning I have felt ? 
The endless thirst ungratified, 
Which leads to two hearts' joy? 
Have I not known all forms of love ? 
The passionate strength of summer storm, 
Which dies as quickly as it comes ; 
Then the deep silent stream, 
Which by its constancy 
Would wear a rock away ; 
Or that sweet essence of the rose. 
Which must have love to live, 
Yet cares not whence it comes, 
Scattering voluptuous fragrance as it lies 
Within the soft embrace 
Of many a gentle wind. 
And shall this Rabbi taste 
A love to me unknown ? 
The eagle hath no power to feel 
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The music of the nightingale 1 

John, IJath not the eagle in the sky 
A wider view and keener sight 
Than the small songstress of the woods ? 
He must have knowledge more than her 
Whose dreams are of the earth. Peter, 
Our stay is long ; we seek the Lord. 

Peter, I come. 

Thou, cobbler, soon shalt Jesus see 
Triumphant o*er the worldl \Exeunt John and Peter. 

Nathan, Enthusiasts both ! 

Yet to what different natures bom ! 
'Tis strange how great a power this prophet hath 
To make e'en fishermen grow talkers ! Why, 
This very John had once no thought 
Except that carp 's more lawful food 
Than sturgeon ! [folk now pours 

Magd, [who has been looking up the street]. See ! the 
Into the market-place, eager in talk. 
I will go hear its cause. Farewell ! 
In future we are friends. [Exit. 

Nathan. Strange child of folly and of fate ! 
And yet my heart is drawn fwards her. Forsooth I 
Jerusalem would smile if it should know 
Nat could be moved by woman's words — 
By such an one's. But face and tone remind — 
Bah ! Was not Rachel false ? — Come, what 's o'clock ? 

[B^ns busily hammering^ 
" There once was a cobbler who lived in a staU, 

Which served him for parlour and kitchen and hall." 
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[Enter Jews.] 

Sauel, Well, Rab, what think you of his words ? didst 
mark 
The whisp'ring of the Pharisees ? 

2nd Jew, Right well. 

I fear he puts plain truth too plain for them. 
With ease men swallow gilded pills. 
And these men's bowels were purged by such 
More readily of their conceit 

4/^ Jew, . Didst hear 

One ask if 't were a lawful day to preach ? 

5M Jew, Aye ; and was silenced with reply: "There is 
No sabbatism in the synagogtie." 

4/^ /ew. But all the same he muttered: "The offence 
Is treason, and its punishment 
Is death,'' 

^th Jew, How perilous for one 
Bom of the folk to blame the law ! 
Tis held that they who have not made, possess 
No right to criticise 

2nd Jew, And yet 

This preaching carpenter proclaims 
It is Jehovah's bidding that 
We fast not, nor do seek him openly. 
Our worship shall be spiritual. 
Contained in tliought, not sacrifice. 

Sauel, Yes ; and there is much truth in it, 
For now our fine religionists 
Are men of wealth or memory 
It needs a fortune to redeem 
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The music of the nightingale 1 

John, IJath not the eagle in the sky 
A wider view and keener sight 
Than the small songstress of the woods ? 
He must have knowledge more than her 
Whose dreams are of the earth. Peter, 
Our stay is long ; we seek the Lord. 

Peter, I come. 

Thou, cobbler, soon shalt Jesus see 
Triumphant o*er the worldl \Exeunt John and Peter. 

Nathan, Enthusiasts both ! 

Yet to what different natures bom ! 

'Tis strange how great a power this prophet hath V-i^ 

To make e'en fishermen grow talkers I Why, ,.^ 

This very John had once no thought A 

Except that carp 's more lawful food '. \ 

Than sturgeon ! [folk now pours v*; 

Magd, [who has been looking up the street]. See ! the • "^^ 
Into the market-place, eager in talk. ';^ 

I will go hear its cause. Farewell ! . -J 

In future we are friends. [Exit, .. 'j 

Naihan, Strange child of folly and of fate ! .■-' 

And yet my heart is drawn f wards her. Forsooth ! , ' 

Jerusalem would smile if it should know 
Nat could be moved by woman's words — ■ 

By such an one's. But face and tone remind — 
Bah 1 Was not Rachel false ? — Come, what 's o'clock ? . \ 

[Begins busily hantTnering,] I 

" There once was a cobbler who lived in a stall. 
Which served him for parlour and kitchen and hall." 

• .;! 
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\Enter Jews.] 

Satid, Well, Rab, what think you of his words ? didst 
mark 
The whisp'ring of the Pharisees ? 

2nd Jew. Right well. 

I fear he puts plain truth too plain for them. 
With ease men swallow gilded pills. 
And these men's bowels were purged by such 
More readily of their conceit 

4jth Jew. Didst hear 

One ask if 't were a lawful day to preach ? 

5M Jew. Aye ; and was silenced with reply: "There is 
No sabbatism in the synagogue." 

4/^ Jew. But all the same he muttered: "The offence 
Is treason, and its punishment 
Is death:' 

tfh Jew. How perilous for one 
Bom of the folk to blame the law ! 
■Tis held that they who have not made, possess 
No right to criticise 

2nd Jew. And yet 

This preaching carpenter proclaims 
It is Jehovah's bidding that 
We fast not, nor do seek him openly, 
Our worship shall be spiritual. 
Contained in thought, not sacrifice. 

Sauel. Yes ; and there is much truth in it, 
For now our fine religionists 
Are men of wealth or memory 
It needs a fortune to redeem 
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One's sins, and recollection 
To remember how. 

2nd Jew. Hi ! more religion for the folk, 
And for its rulers more — Gehenna ! 

4/^ Jew, Methinks, friends, ye are converts both. 
'Tis somewhat early to confess ! 

2nd Jew, In truth, not I. I will hear more. 
Besides, it grows each day political ; 
And if a man wants peace in life 
He 'd best leave politics alone. 

Sauel, Nay, Rab, we overshoot the mark. 
Jesus himself dreams not of power, 
'Tis only the wild thought 
Of eager followers. 

2nd Jew, Humph ! yet 't were best 

Not meddle with authority. 

4M Jew, Well, good-day, friends. I must to work. 

^th Jew, And I. 

Sauel and 2nd Jew. Farewell ! we '11 meet to night. ^% 

[Exeunt Jews. .<i 

Nathan. Just so. To work when noon is past ! . 1 

Wasting the precious time of God 'j 

In prating of religion. 
Politics, philosophy. 
Flavoured with scandal's homely spice ! 
Talk never breedeth aught but talk, 
While truth is child of action and of work. 
Nor 'midst a sea of words is found to lurk. \:^ 
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SCENE 11. 

Room in the Magdalene's house, with window looking out 
over the walls. Interior disorderly, but richly fur- 
nished in eastern fashion. The Magdalene reclining 
listlessly on cushions. She rises, stretches her arms, and 
looks out of the window, 

Magd, [sings'], I went roaming 

Just at gloaming, 
Over the plain 
Sweet joy to gain. 
There my love had come before, 
Waiting for the bliss in store ; 
On my kisses he hath fed 
Till my lips are rosy red. 
Tandaradei ! 

Under the tree 
There you will see, 
Close by the bank, 
Just where we sank. 
Broken grass and flowers are laid 
Where our couch of love was made. 
In the wood above the vale 
Sweetly sang the nightingale. 
Tandaradei ! 

There we spread 
Daintiest bed ; 

On flow'rets bright 

We passed the night. 
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Shepherds well may smile to-day 
Should they chance to pass that way ; 
They will mark the roses pressed 
On the spot ray head did rest. 
Tandaradei ! 

Heigho ! [ Yawns^ Tandaradei ! [Pauses.] 

Would I might find some novelty 

To stir the sluggish current of ray blood ! 

I weary of Jerusalem ; I tire 

Of these tarae, raawkish citizens. 

These toilsome bees, who render honey sour 

By dull laborious search for pleasure. 

Pleasure ! What is the pleasure of a Jew ? 

If old, to stand and pray upon the mart 

When branded sinners chance to pass ; if young, 

To ape the Roman ape, who apes the Greek, — 

Ife only knows what beauty is, what joy. 

Life here is but a mock of mockery ; 

These torpid spirits cannot learn the art 

To live, to love, and to — enjoy. 

Beauty is not for them the salt of life, 

But an unwonted luxury, before 

Whose grace they graceless bend a stubborn knee ; 

It breathes not in their thoughts, their words, their acts. 

But rules them like a savage by surprise. & 

The worship of the town grows tedious ; 

Joy only lies in struggle to gain power, 

Not in its use. Princes must hate 

Those cringing docile slaves who give no cause 
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For that activity which fain would seek 

Excitement from endangered throne. Does not 

The truer horseman scorn the bloodless hack, 

Loving to rein the courser's self-willed mood ? 

Aye, in my victory o'er surly Nat 

I found more pleasure than in months of stale 

And dockt obedience from the Jewish youth ; 

I would more passion—hate or love — 

Than these poor sensualists afford. 

When young they cannot sin with grace, when old 

Repentance means h)^ocrisy. There / 

Am with thee,' preacher, — O ye hypocrites ! \Pauses^ 

What if this preacher could provide a meal 

More savoury to a sickened appetite ? 

A moralist must hate with all his soul, — 

Could I but raise his hate and then — subdue it ! 

Such were a quarry far more worth the chase ; 

Jerusalem would wond'ring see 

My triumph, and its prophet slave ! 

Doubt of success, suggestion of defeat. 

Give needful relish to this novel strife. 

To teach new doctrine to the preacher's self; 

To take preceptor into school again ; — 

'Twill be no little task — but I shall win ! 

What man can e'er resist a woman when 

She casts her beauty and his sense 

Upon the scale against the trivial weight 

Of some lean ethic scheme, some airy thought 

Of what man might be, never judged by what 

He is ? Were I a man, I would take helm 
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And sword to conquer Rome, and rule 

The purpose of the world. My thanks 

To thee, great Nature, I am more, — am woman ! 

Fairness but few possess thou grantest me ; 

A will which cantiot be subdued, and grace 

By which alone the former can avail. 

These are my weapons, naught but womanhood, 

Yet armed with these a woman rules the world ; 

Fight must mean victory, and each fresh foe 

Must fall as Adam fell of old. 

1 11 test this prophet's intellectual love, 

I '11 test his hate, and then consume them both 

Within the furnace, whose hot fire is fed 

On no new-fangled passion of to-day. 

I 'U teach him life is brief, that youth 

Is briefer stiU, and briefest joy, 

So that its moments must in time be seized. 

Come, I must act e'en while the spirit moves, 

And seek at once this moralizing Jew. 

\Exit 



SCENE III. 



Jesus seated by yacoVs well^ and belt of olive trees ^ outside 

Jerusalem, 



t 



Jesus. Alone at last, and time to think ! \Gives a sigh *^ 

of relief] , /^ 

Yet, were it well to think ? [Pauses,] For is not thought ;A 

Too oft assassin to our unborn deeds, f\ 
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Murd'ring them e'er they leave the womb 
Of will ? Were impulse not a guide 
Of greater trust than all our reasoning ? 
For if the spirit once is set 
Upon a pure and holy aim, 
Some mystic law divinely prompts, 
Some inner voice dictates the fitter course. 
But therein lies for us the sickening doubt, — 
What man is certain of his end being pure ? 
He, who hath thought his soul was purged 
Of fleshly taint, of earthly dross. 
May find his sacrifice refused 
As being unclean. What test have we 
Of final righteousness or truth. 
Unless the judgment of posterity 
Be held as such ? Yet this illumes the past. 
Casting no light on present enterprise ; 
And he who feels a power miraculous 
With seething ferment rarefy his soul. 
Compelling him to deeds whose vast intent 
His feeling rather than his knowledge grasps — 
Can he be sure the devil does not prompt ? 
Can he be sure it is divine idea 
Which eager throbs for being in his soul ? 
• Can he be sure it is not vanity 
Which leads him to neglect the common toil 
Of ordinary men, and place himself, 
A self-proclaimed teacher, at their head ? 
E'en if he know the impulse is from God, 
How difficult to hold it pure 
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'Midst the contentions of the flesh ! [Pauses.] 

The man who yields to these self-questionings 

Doth lightly lose the power he seeks to probe, 

For while he hesitates, his youth has flown. 

And youth alone can furnish fuel enough 

To feed imagination's greedy fire. 

Each time the world has learnt a mighty thought 

Its teacher was enthusiast, whose zeal 

Had power to win disciples 'midst *the young. 

Youth feels the pulse of dumb humanity ; 

Youth hears the age's spirit pant, 

Rejoicing in its health, in fever sick 

With it ; eager to give its yearnings voice, 

And satisfy its thirstings for new truth. 

Thus I have felt the sickness of my time ; 
Have marked those longings unexpressed 
Which stir the Gentiles and my folk alike. 
The spirit of our ancient law is dead. 
It suited not to-day ; 'tis buried 'neath 
A formal monument, and the foul worm 
Hypocrisy feeds on its crumbling dust. 
Imperial Rome hath failed on might to found 
The universal brotherhood of men. 
The Greek disdains the Roman, while the Jew, 
God's chosen son, as Gentiles scorns them both. 
The age, craving new empire and fresh code, 
Restless awaits the prophesied Messiah. 

And ^e has come ! although they know it not ; 
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His catholic rule is based on faith, not force, 

Uniting men in spiritual brotherhood ; 

His law hath love for sanction and not fear. 

Hating all forms which are not of the heart. 

Yes ! there is that within me which no doubt 

Can still, no earthly passion shall allay. 

I know I have a mission for the world ! 

'Tis the divine idea which guides my thought. 

Which bids me act the saviour of mankind. 

The present may have little faith in me, 

And men may scoff the low-bom carpenter, — 

Yet, stone by rule-tied builders cast aside 

Shall form the key-block of the arch. 

The future shall believe, shall n^Hy judge 

The task which I have set my life. 

I '11 build myself an empire after death. 

Which shall outlive the centuries and Rome. 

1 11 bind humanity in bonds of love. 

Where once a barren duty held harsh sway ; 

For love shall save where fear hath failed. 

My kingdom must embrace all men. 

Though they be outcasts of the law ; poor souls 

From whom the world draws back as from the taint 

Of plague. Men shall believe. There is a power 

Within me which approaches God ! 

[Efiter Peter and John.] 

John, Lord, we have sought thee long. 
Jest^, Say, John, 

Dost thou believe on me ? 
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John, Aye, Lord, 

And should thou doubt thyself. 

Jesus, Peter, dost thou believe on me ? 

Peter, Master, I 'd gladly fight for thee. 
If that would help thee to thy throne. 

fesus. Yet time less opportune may prompt thy heart 
Its service to deny. The days of dread. 
Of tribulation are to come ! 

Peter, Though I meet death it shall not be ! 
I know thou art Messiah, the Christ ! 

Jesus, Friend John, dost thou believe I am Messiah ? 

John, Lord, if thou say so, I believe. 
I care not what thy name ; thou art thyself. 
My lord, art love ; and I — ^am thine. 
But see, here Judas comes. 

{Enter Judas.] 

Judas, One hath observed 

Thy resting place, and lo ! the people flock 
From out the gates. 

Jesus, As sheep which seek 

Their shepherd. Judas, what is thy faith ? 

Judas, That thou wilt shortly take thy seat and rule 
On David's throne. The time yields ripest fruit ; 
But pluck ! The folk is eager for thy sign ; 
The Pharisees are dazed by fear, yet while 
We hesitate, gain time to counterplot. 
To wake the Romans from their scornful sleep. 
Lord, it were well to act 

Jesus, How act? 
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Thou err'st ; my kingdom is not of the sword, 
But Cometh as a thief by night, 
No man perceiveth how or when. 

[During this speech people arrive^ among whom are 
the 1st Jew and Mary Magdalene, the 2nd 
Jew and Sauel.] 

People, Hail ! Jesus ; Hail ! 

Jesus [in a louder voice, hut still looking at Judas]. 

Verily, verily, 
I say to you, Blessed are the pure in heart. 
For they shall see the kingdom of the Lord. 
Think not on temporal joys, nor lay 
Up treasure for yourselves on earth, 
Where moth and rust consume, where thieves 
Break through and steal. Lay treasures up in heaven. 
There are they incorruptible ; 
For where thy treasure is, there lies thy heart 

2nd Jew, Master, how shall I gain the treasures you 
Have named ? 

Jesus, If thou wouldst enter into life 

Keep the Commandments and the Law. 

2nd Jew, Both these have I obeyed from youth. 

Jesus, Go, then, sell what thou hast ; give to the poor. 
Come, follow me ! 

[Pause, during which 2nd Jew retires adashed,] 

Verily, verily, I say unto you, 
A camel shall the wicket easier pass 
Than men of wealth the gates of heaven ! 
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\st Jew [aside]. Methinks he 's hit Rab there, and yet 
'Tis light for beggars to preach charity ! 

Magd. 'Tis light for those who ne'er have felt love's 
power . 
To balance it by intellectual dreams. 
That calm grey eye which wanders o*er the crowd, 
Shall learn more hasty course, hot search ' - 

For what it longs to find, yet shuns to see ; 
Aye, I will teach it swift to flash o'er space 
The lurid flame of love's most passioned fire ; 
That voice which loveth to command and teach 
Shall learn with broken accents to entreat ; 
While the proud flesh he thinks subdued 
Shall rule in wild delirium o'er his soul. 

I J"/ Jbw, Why, fair one, wouldst convert this king ? 
Wouldst play the nine days' queen with him ? 
I '11 give thee leave, and should be glad 
Had I no worse competitor than he. 
Thou 'It speedy sicken of thy quest, and long 
For ancient days with ancient friends ! 

Saue/, Hush, hush ! 

The prophet speaks ! 

People, Hail ! Jesus ; hail ! " • ' 

Jesus, Friends, I come not to destroy the law 
But to fulfil ; for verily I say to you 
No tittle of the law shall pass away 

Till earth shall pass away. I would give life . . 

To death by breathing love into its frame ; vf 

Adding a new commandment to the ten : ^V 

Do unto others as you would that they X 
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Should do to you; loving your neighbour as yourself , 

Yet none the less obey the older law : 

" Thou shalt to parents pay the reverence due," 

And, " Thou shalt not commit adultery." 

Whoever puts his wife away commits 

Adultery 'gainst her. [Pauses^ seeing the Magdalene.] 

And she who puts 
Her spouse away to live with other men, 
Commits adultery. 

[Again feels the Magdalene's eye upon him, and 
continues with hesitation^ 

All men cannot receive these words ; 
For there are eunuchs which were bom 
So from their mother's womb ; others 
Are eunuchs made of men ; the few 
Are eunuchs for the sake of heaven. 

Magd, [aside]. Ah, prophet ! have I hit thee there ? 
The arrow quivers in its goal ! 
Is, then, the bulwark of thy creed so slight 
That e'en the glancing shock of woman's eye 
Now shakes, to-morrow well may shatter it ? 

Jesus, Friends, I am weary, and would fain 
Have rest. I pray you, leave me to myself 
Awhile. To-morrow I shall early come 
Into the synagogue. Depart in peace ! 

People, Hail ! prophet ; hail ! We will await 
Thy coming there. [People depart !\ 

Jesus [to disciples]. Companions, go ; prepare 
The evening meal ; I soon will follow you. 
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Take heed ! the powers of evil are abroad. 

\All disciples depart except John.] 
Why tarry, John ? 

John, Lord, fails thee aught? 

Jesus, Beloved, nay. Why asketh thou ? 

John, I know 

Not, Lord. Methought thy sorrowing gaze had lost 
A trifle of its wonted calm ; and I 
Would weep with thee. 

Jesus, By day 'tis well to smile, 

Since weeping cometh soon enough with night 
Oh, tell me, John, dost thou believe on me ? 

John, Aye, Lord; and should thou ask ten thousand 
times 
I must say. Aye ! [Jesus embraces himJl 

Jesus, V The others will have missed 

Thee ; haste to them. I come before the night. 

QoHN leaves him, Jesus sits apparently in deep 
thought by the well. The sun sinks blood-red 
to the west, casting a weird light on the group 
of olives and jESUS. All around seems in 
comparative dusk. The Magdalene ap- 
proaches, and stops in the shade, Jesus be- 
comes restless, starts on seeing the Magdalene, 
who then comes forward^ 

Jesus [with a touch of dread]. Woman, who art thou, 

and what seekest here ? 
Magd, Rabbi, I come to still my thirst. 
Jesus, With what ? 

The well is deep ; how canst thou draw from it ? 
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Magd. \her eyes fixed on Jesus]. I know not, yet I 

thirst. 
Jesus \witk efforty and looking down\ Each one who 
drinketh of this water thirsts 
Again, but I can draw thee from a living well 
Such water as shall quench for aye thy thirst. 

, Magd, Then art thou greater than creative God, 
Who planted thirst and hunger in mankind ! 
Jesus [after a pause\ Woman, where is thy husband, 
that he lets 
Thee tarry here ? 

Magd, Rabbi, I have not one. 

Jesus, Thou sayest truly that thou hast not one ! 

[Enter Peter.] 

Peter, Master, the meal [Sees the Magdalene.] 

Why speakest thou with her ? 
Cast not thy pearls 'fore swine. 

Jesus, Peter, I come 

To summon sinners to repent. — ^Woman, — 
Farewell ! [Jesus departs with Peter.] 

Magd, [taking her seat by the well\ 'Tis strange ; it 

was not victory, 
Yet scarce defeat. The hour is good ; 
All Nature breathes voluptuous air 
Upon the plain ; the very trees 
Are clasped in still embrace ; below 
The bird in twittering, quiv'ring love 
Tempteth with outstretched wings her mate ; 
The sun, weary of his high course. 
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Hath sunk into the arms of earth, 

While she, her longing gratified. 

Now slowly loses heat, which his bright rays 

Had kindled in her frame. A breeze, 

Too gentle to be felt, sucks up 

This subtle warmth, and wafting it 

Upon our sense, intoxicates 

With sweet and ravishing delight. 

The man who can resist an hour like this 

Hath little of the man in him. 

He p'rhaps may rule a folk, but cannot teach 

Mankind, since he hath failed to sympathize 

In gladness whence men's actions spring. 

There 's time ! 
This prophet yet may well repent ^/^sin ;. 
His crime against all-ruling Nature's law, 
Which bids all living things learn love. 
All separate forms unite, all breath breathe joy. 
Creation mingle, one harmonious whole. 
He shall repent. I hold a sway he feels, 
But will not recognize. He needs must seek 
Me out. Come, he shall find me well prepared ; 
And I will touch him with a different tale ! [Pauses.] 
Now is the hour when silence should be rule 
Yet only to the lips, not eyes. 
It profits not to be alone. 

[Sirtgs very softly.] 

Soft hour of eve when lips are dumb. 
When eyes express the thoughts which come 
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Beyond weak words into the heart, 
Linger on till lovers part. 

Lucky the man 
Whose arms do seek 
The loved one to press 
In soft caress ! 

Lucky the woman 
Whose rosy cheek 
Feels the greeting 
Of lips meeting ! 

Then bums love as bright as flame ; 
Then two hearts do beat the same ; 
Then do lovers cease to sigh ; 
Then do words in kisses die ! 

Haste the hour ! 
Find the bower ! 
I Where such joys are sweetly won 

With the setting of the sun. 



SCENE IV. 



Early morning. Jesus walking up and down before the 
Cobbler's stall, which is not yet opened. 

Jesus, Thank God ! The night is over, and the day 
Scatters its dreams. Would that their memory 
Might fly with them, as shadows surely chase 
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The fleeting cloud. What is this unknown fiend, 

This tempting passion long forgot, that plays 

The spectre of my sleep ? Since yester eve 

That hated foe I deemed the wilderness 

Had crushed, has gathered force for fresh attack 

Upon the holy fortress of my soul. 

What were those strange unbidden thoughts which came 

Beneath the veil of night, which broke my sleep ? 

Those shadow forms which cried ; " Thy toil is false ; 

Seek joy, while she is thine, while youth is thine." 

Oh, how they beckoned, whispered, and enticed, 

Until I loathed myself, and felt, I know 

Not what I am ! — Shall man not sway his thought 

With the same power he guides a limb ? E'en while 

He triumphs o'er the flesh, shall it, imtamed, 

Rebellious force the mind to think of life 

She must detest ? — ^Yet is my path so obvious 

That pitfalls may not drive me from its track ? 

To save myself must I condemn unheard 

The very sinner I have come to save ? 

Should this be true, I am unfit to give 

New law unto the world ; aye, should I curse 

This woman's sin, I may preserve myself 

But leave her unredeemed. Yet can I preach 

Against a fairness I am forced to love ? 

To love ? — Is this, then, love ? — and if it be, 

What words can sway a temper so innate 

To man ? God has implanted love in him : 

I am a man, and feel as other men — 

Have I allowed for this ? Oh, is it right 



Sc. IV.] A PASSION PLA Y. 49 

To drive love forth as devil-bom ? Should Ae 

Not feel all passions of mankind, who would 

Create a kingdom in their hearts ? — But, stop, 

I must not reason thus, — I argue for her sin 

And mine own death. I will obey the impulse which 

My spirit gives, and seek her out 

Then, should I fail, — ^'tis well The divine task 

Of man's regeneration was not meant for me ; 

It needs a stronger head and purer heart. 

But if I win, a double victory is gained 

O'er self and her ; and where my word is heard 

There shall this deed bear harvest thousandfold, 

For 'tis a woman of no common soul. — 

Come, then, ye shadows of the night ; I will 

Await you, and shall conquer thought by act, 

Taking small heed of what to say, 

But doing as the spirit shall dictate. 

The day moves on apace, bringing 

Its wonted romid of toil ; the town awakes ; 

Yet Nathan is not up betimes. 

Methinks 1 11 do him a good turn. 

Hi, cobbler, hi ! 

[Jesus knocks at the stall; presently Nathan opens 
the /ront.] 

Why, Nathan, I have been 
Abroad for hours ! 

Nathan, Aye, aye ! the preacher must 

Practise a virtue once, to prove the rule 
For other folk ; and the exception will suffice, 

4 
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For he takes care the world shall know of it. 

Jesus. Come, come ! thou hast not sole monopoly 
Of the dew-scented air of mom. Those hours 
Through which most men do sleep, incite 
Peculiarly to thought ; and I have known 
Their freshness and its charm. 

Nathan \beginmngto work]. Eh, Rabbi, thought? 
What profit has thought brought the world ? 
Dreamers and thinkers wander o*er her face, 
Leaving the tool to rust, the field untilled ; 
While fellow-men, worm-like, are charmed 
By sounds they cannot hum themselves, 
So follow, wriggling on the ground. 
There 's nothing in a dreamer but his dreams — 
And they'll ne'er make a pair of shoes ! 

Jesus. Nathan, 

To shape crude Nature to his ends may be 
A noble task for man, yet mental work 
Is higher still, being God's vocation. 
The lilies toil not, neither do they spin. 
Yet Solomon was not arrayed like one 
Of these. 

Nathan. Let maidens of the sickly lily prate. 
Strong men are formed of sturdier stuff. Our sire, 
Old Adam, won his bread by sweat, and God 
Hath bid us all do like. 

Jesus. A certain man 

Once bought a pair of shoes, which served him well ; 
But as the months rolled by, they wore in holes. 
What think'st thou that he did ? 
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Nathan, The cobbler sought 

To get them patched, or bought afresh. 

Jesus, A father giveth raiment to his child, 
Which it with passing years outgrows. 
What think'st thou that the father does? 

Nathan, Why, if 

He 's wise, he '11 give the child anew. 

Jesus, I also give new garments to mankind. 

Nathan, Come, Master, I have heard thou wert 
A carpenter by trade ; but tailor, too ? 
A hand that 's felt the hammers weight wei'e like 
To treat the needle as a nail ! 

Jesus, Then, friend, 

We cobblers have no honest trade, 
Since we make use of both. 

Nathan, What, cobbler, n6w? 

JesuSi Why, yes ; since I bring comfort to men's soul^ 

Nathan, I prithee shew thy boasted handiwork ; 
Here *s needle, and there *s leather ! 

Jesus \running needle into his hand]. See, 'tis blood ! 
To do my work I needs must shed my blood. 

Nathan. Thou soon wouldst want a surgeon to repair 
Thy cobbling. 

Jesus. As physician, I must oft 

See that disease is only to be ctred 
By sacrifice of blood. 

Nathan, Physician, too ! 

Humph ! When a man 's no craft at all 
He '11 claim a do^en trades to catch odd jobs. 
But, Rabbi, I have heard thy mother say 
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Thy father thought thee no mean carpenter ; 
Why not try work thou 'st learnt ? 

Jesus, I do ; e'en now 

I build a new Jerusalem. Nathan, 
The day is nigh when thou wilt understand, 
And understanding, weep. Farewell ! 
I must unto the synagogue. \Exii. 

Nathan, Most mad ! 

Yet such an earnest madness has not oil 
Been seen, — ^it carries all the folk with it 
A pretty cobbler he would make ! \Hums and stitches. 

[Enter Boppo, a fool,'] 

Why, fool, what 's astir ? 

Boppo, There's a prophet arisen on earth, who was 
with Adam in paradise and Noah in the ark. Though 
he has divers wives, he never sleeps with them, — 

He wears his boots when he should sleep, 

His spurs are never new ; 
There 's not a shoemaker on earth 

Can fit him with a shoe ! 

Nathan, Go to, cockerel ! Thy father was no pro- 
phet, or he would never have begotten thee. 
Boppo, Come, cobbler, read me a riddle : 

Once I lived in a small white house. 
Without window, without door ; 

To come out I learnt, as mouse. 
Through the wall a hole to bore. 

Answer, cobbler, answer ; or I '11 spit thee on thine own 



Sc. IV. J A PASSION PLA Y. 53 

awl ! Thou art a dullard. Why, see ! Thou didst call 
me a cockerel ; therefore I cracked mine own shell Is 
not that credible truth ? 

Nathan, That thou art cracked is credible, for thy egg 
was a wind-egg. 

Boppo. Then the wind made my father a cuckold aad 
my mother a whore ! Notwithstanding, I am of hea- 
venly parentage. What art thou, cobbler, what art thou ? 

Nathan, Get thee forth, fool, or I '11 leather thee ! 

Boppo, Then wilt thou serve me a good turn, for I 
want new shoes ! 

Nathc^n, I tell thee, fellow, get on, or thy master will 
beat thee for an idle knave. 

Boppo, I tell thee, cobbler, I am servant and yet have 
no master. 

Nathan, So must thou be master and servant, there- 
fore thy master is a fool ! 

Boppo, Then had I come on a fool's errand ! But 
being a servant, I have come on my mistress's. 

Nathan, Thy master is, then, the lord of thy mis- 
tress, and can therefore beat thee. 

Boppo, Nay, but my mistress is not married ! 

Nathan, What foolish virgin keeps such a knave ? 

Boppo, No virgin ; and therefore not fooHsh. Riddle, 
cobbler, riddle ! My mistress is neither wife nor virgin, 
yet she hath had more than one lord. 

Nathan, Then is she unsavoury baggage, and thou 
her fit clown. 

Boppo, Yet she sends sweets to thee, cobbler. [Places 
basket on stall,"] See, honey, whereby thou wilt find wax ; 
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wax, cobbler. Hark thee: — Two legs sat upon three 
legs, holding one leg. Four legs coming up gave him 
six legs. Two legs hunting six legs upset three legs, so 
that four legs found time to run away with one leg. — 
Which matter I leave thee, cobbler, as legacy. Read it 
aright Adieu, most worthy snipper-snapper ! \ExU. 
Nathan. A most pre-eminent fool ! Yet folly suits 
the Magdalene. Honey, indeed ! What can I do with 
it ? Nathan, thou wert a fool too, if thy weak talk has 
brought thee such stuff. Bah ! When will women learn 
that sweetness sickens men ? Honey, indeed ! 



SCENE V. 

House in Jerusalem^ where jESUS and his di^dpl^s are 

lodging, 

Judas [alone]. This most strange factor, which disturbs 
my plan — 
What shall I think of it ? Makes it for me 
Or not ? — Who could have guessed 
That he would stoop to her? — Or she have hawked 
For such high game ? These theorists are in practice 
So fantastical, they're like to miss the goal they preach. 
If this weak fit should drag him back 
Into the common ruck of men, then am I 
Nobody— I, who hoped to graft my branch 
Upon the tree of his ascendancy, draining 
His sap, and forming fruit, though rootless by myself 
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The time is ripe for our success, the folk 

Hail him as prophet, king — nay, some as God ! 

Who knows how long chance plays into our hands ? 

The moment boldly seized, the field were ours. 

Yet he hath scruples, doubts, perplexities j 

And when the royal purpose of his life 

lies within reach, he hesitating twists 

His words, and says : " My kingdom is not of the 

earth." 
Curse on ambition which has toiled 
Up mountains to attain a throne, 
Yet at the base doth fear a three-foot leap 
That would surmount its steps ! — Had I 
His eloquence, Jerusalem long since 
Had found her lord ! — This sanctity ? — 
'T were well enough to win the folk's applause. 
We have it, — then let drop the veil. 
No longer harp on fine moralities. 
The goal determined great ideas may lead 
Man on, yet care is needed that the means 
Shall not supplant their end. His theory seems 
Inclined to outstrip application and the aim 
We had in view. — He 's no consistency. — 
This visit to the Magdalene will hardly fit 
His ideal creed ; p'rhaps that may count to toe ! 
Yet somehow I must force him on to action ; 
Danger shall make him leap, or else the surging mob 
Shall push him where he fears to tread. 
We '11 see ! The age's spirit, phoenix-like, 
Springs firom the fire wherein it is consumed ; 
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To-morrow's life is protest 'gainst the death 

Of yesterday. I '11 play the midwife at its birth ! 

{Enter Peter and John.] 

John, Where is the Lord ? 

Judas, He 's with the Magdalene 

Outside the walls. 

Peter, Tis false ! 

Judas, Go seek him, then. 

Where didst thou find him yester eve ? 

Peter, By Jacob's well. 

Judas, Alone? 

Peter, Yes — ^no — ^what meanest thou ? 

Judas, Peter, the Master, doubting p'rhaps our faith, 
Will lose this golden opportunity. 
Were it not well to prove affection by our deeds ? 

John, Affection lies in quiet servitude. 
Implied desire ; not in the boist'rous deed 
Which argues that it must be welcomed 
Not knowing if it be. In small gifts, judge 
Thyself; in great, stay, ask thy friends' advice. 
The Master knoweth what is fit. 

Peter, 'Tis true, — 

He '11 seize occasion when it suiteth best. 
And we shall be as ready then as now. 

Judas, Yet without leave the surgeon oft. 
To save a life, will amputate a limb. 
The Master is in danger, and it fits 
We lead him on to act. — The Magdalene 

John, Talk not of her ! He loveth us too well, 
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That we need fear he could exchange 
Pure gold for such a pewter coin. 

Peter, Yet Judas is not wholly wrong : — 
Next week is Passover, and thousands flock 
To keep the feast within the city's wall ; 
Many have seen, still more have heard 
Of our new prophet-king. The legalists 
As yet are unprepared, and fear the folk. 
We should not lose occasion ripe as this. 

Judas. And if the people cry : " Jesus, our king 
Stand forth !" and with impatience summon him. 
Must we reply, " He 's only spiritual king, 
On earth he 's vassal of — the Magdalene " ? 

John. Peace, Judas, peace ! Thy words can scarcely 
play 
The heralds of thy thought, or Jesus had not named 
Thee one of us, his faithful band of ministrants. 
Come, Peter, we have work to do ; the sick 
Await us by Bethseda's Pool ; 
The Master bade us comfort them. Judas, 
Canst thou find aught for us within the bag ? 

Judas, Alas ! the Lord hath largely drawn himself, 
So that it needs replenishing. 

John, Then must soft words be messengers 
Of greater will to serve. Farewell ! 

[Exeunt John and Peter. 

Judas. Tis right 

To give unto the sturdy poor, for they 
Are useful in necessity, — but cripples ? — nay, 
The sword not crutch can bring us to our end. 
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A full exchequer is a needful thing 

When mighty deeds are on the brew. Just now 

I like to count before I loose the strings, 

For charity 's no use, — in fact, a sin — 

If it cannot discriminate. 

These two ? 
The one, a shackled slave to sole idea, 
Is crammed to surfeit on what he calls love. 
What is this love men prate about ? A myth ! 
Jehovah, when he planned the world, to keep 
It well agog, implanted in all life desire, — 
In brutes man names it instinct, but in man 
He weaves a flatfring veil of words, and speaks 
Of love — I call it lust ! — Then reasoning 
On false analogy, mankind terms love 
The social mortar which doth bind their race ; 
More honest title were convenience. 
Maiden and youth may dream that love 
Is inexpressible divinity ; 
But years will teach them 'tis a name 
Hiding in men what sounds a trifle crude, 
Be 't brute, ambition, or utility. 

The other would much rather draw the sword 
Than write a book ; hath soul more full of fire. 
Longing for action, hasty in enterprise. 
Full of impatiency, — and so a fitter tool ! 
How then to raise this Peter and the mob 
To boiling point ? — The Passover is nigh. 
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How force the assembled crowd to thrust 
This doubting preacher to the throne ? — 
A little spark would kindle flame 
Enough to light our triumph's torch j — 
Some rumoured plot to seize the prophet, — 
Or, better still, an ill-planned venture ? 
Peter would call our followers to arms. 
And hasten steps which could not be undone ; 
Jerusalem at such a time were soon 
Within our power — and then ? Why then 
Judas at least may sate his life-desire. 
Before this novel kingdom shall expire ! 



SCENE VI. 

Evening, The Magdalene seated alone by JacoVs Well. 

Magd, \thoughtfully\ 'Tis strange that when the goal 
is nigh, which bounds 
The utmost course of hope, we often feel 
Satiety, — ^nay, more, revulsion 'gainst 
The near attained whence our ambition planned 
A boundless joy. [Pauses,] 
Fie ! — ^why such melancholy now ? 
Is not this prophet man, and so — a slave ? — 
A passion-rulfed serf, a woman's toy ? 
Why comes he not ? The noon has aged 
To eve, yet far as yonder terebinth 
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The road lies desolate ; alone 

Its lengthening shadow moves across the plain. 

" The well upon the way to Bethlehem, 

And eventide/' — the time and place were his. 

Can he so soon forget ? Nay, ' twere 

Not possible. I know that eVry act, 

That eVry feeling in his breast, is now 

Impregnate with the thought of me. 

All Jewry hangs upon his words, 

So he on mine ! To make or mar 

The people's hopes now lies with me! 

Aye, I can weave the fatal web at will ! 

^Tis power^ and therein dwells the joy ! [Pauses,] 

But am I sure of him ? Is he so tame 

A slave ? May he not weary of a life 

Whose keenness springs from novelty ? 

In much that must depend on me ; 

Weak is the woman who can conquer man 

Yet fails to hold him subjugate ! 

But should he break his chains at last, 

I shall have reaped the harvest of my power ; 

At least for some brief moments shall have lived, 

Sinking existence in the passionate whirl 

Of life ; — for power is joy, and joy is life 1 

[Pauses, then sings.] 

" Tell us what is joy," men cry, 
" We must work, and we must die, 
Toil is grief and life is toil. 
Hasten, Death, to take thy spoil !" 
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Joy is real, O men, I cry, 
Seek her not or she will fly ; 
Joy is life, and life is joy. 
Woo her not, for she is coy. 

Live, and thou must joyous be. 
Mere existence paineth thee ; 
Ev'ry moment hath a passion, 
Let it mould thee to its fashion ! 

Drink of hate and drink of love. 
Sip the nectar from above. 
Sip the modest dew of earth. 
Taste of grief and taste of mirth. 

Joy is child of Liberty ! i 

She will come if thou art free. 
Like soft music on the ear, 
Like her own unbidden tear. 

Dancing weep, and singing mourn. 
Tread the grape and thrash the com, 
Laugh at grief, toil on with pleasure, 
Tuning all to gladsome measure. 

This is joy, no shadow dream, 
Klinder than, O men, ye deem ; 
Tis the harmony of life, 
'Tis the wine which lightens strife ! 

[Pauses."] What calls to Bethlehem e'en now 

At Passover? The crowding folk 

Hath come to hear his preaching, and the time 
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Is ripe to strike, if he would win a crown ! 

What pleasure greater than to curb 

These stubborn Jews, to bend them to one's will ? — 

It shall be mine ! 

\Starts^ A shadow moves across the tree's — ^he comes I 

\She plucks small blades of grass and throws them 
carelessly into the well, Jesus enters and seats 
himself somewhat wearily hy the wellj] 

Lord, thou art careworn ; thou hast need of rest. 

Jesus, Aye, need of rest ! But where is rest for man ? 
A life of self-negation brings no peace, 
And years of labour cannot weed 
The inborn passions from our hearts. Alas ! 
No man can say, "I now have conquered self!" 
It is an endless fight. 

Magd, Why struggle, then ? 

Why should a man repress his soul, his self? 
These passions are a needful part of us, 
Response harmonious to that deep note 
Which sounds throughout the world. 

Jesus, Despise the world. 

Magd, Nay, naught despise. 

Jesus, At least despise thysel£ 

Magd, Scorn to despise thyself Peace cometh not 
From ceaseless war, but from a balanced rule 
^Vhich gives each motive, will, desire, 
Its fitting weight in supple government. 
Oh, friend, hast thou not found the way of peace ? 
To meet occasion with an even mind, 
And take what joy it offers thee ? Here lies 
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The secret of all happiness, — the mood 
Which finds a beauty in the world, 
True concord, joyous harmony. Choke not 
Thy passions, only temper them to tune ; 
Allow no impulse to o'errule the rest ; 
Think, act, enjoy, and love with equal zest. 

Jesus. Impossible ! — for love (if this be love) \ 
Overmasters each opposing aim, and bends 
Them 'neath its own too headstrong will 
It has destroyed the calm repose 
Which ruled within my soul ; it has conjured 
Demons of formless hell to storm my peace ; 
It has endangered world-embracing plans 
To reach its own desires ; it has deprived 
The wandering sheep of herd, when they most need 
His services. — Can such a vice be love ? 

Magd, Aye, such is love, — ^yet scarce a vice. 

Jesus, What name 

You thai which saps the life of noble thought, 
Which undermines the will to nobler act ? 
Virtue or vice ? 

Magd, It matters not, for love, 

Being real, has power to change mere names. 
Virtue or vice, mankind are bom to it ; 
Virtue or vice, mankind must follow it ; 
Virtue or vice, love rules the world ! 

Jesus. The love 

Which rules the world is yet unknown to man. 
Love must be purified, love is not true. 
She has a false and bastard mien. 
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Magd. Hast thou 

Ne'er known true woman's love ? 

Jesus. Aye, there is one 

Whose love is unsurpassed in tenderness, 
In purity, — I need its strength'ning power 
Just now. 

Magd. [surprised]. And of this love art thou secure ? 

Jesus. Aye, 't would face death for me. 

Magd. Then call it not true love ! 
'Tis the false love of dreaming poetry 
Which prates of death. — [ Warmly,] Glowing reality 
Would live for thee, and for itself ! 
Love is no damp and icy corpse 
That it should smell of sepulchres ; 
It lurks not in the grave, 
Nor will it mate with death ; 
'Tis dry ; aye, dry to thirst ! 
'Tis hot ; aye, burning hot. 
And fiery with the flame of life ! 
[Rising,] Love, love thou art the maddening wine. 
Which makes our being drunk with joy; 
The raving fever of the blood, 
Which renders life eternity ! 

Jesus [affected]. Her house is the way to hell, 
Going down to the chambers of death ! 
This is not love, 'tis self-idolatry. 
While what I seek doth drown itself in thought 
Of the beloved, needing no recompense. 
Demanding no return. 

Magd, [scornfully]. Where is this love ? 
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It pants within no woman's breast. 

Jesus, Thou 'rt right ; it panteth not, for 'tis a flood 
Too deep to rush and gurgle as the brook, 
Roaring in winter, yet in summer dry. 
It is true woman's love — [^pauses'] — my mother's love ! ' 

Ma^d, \after an interval^ and softly\ Name it not love, 
it is divine instinct, 
Which time doth kill in brutes, yet amplifies 
In men. The ling'ring touch of a wan hand 
Stroking the wanton tresses still remains 
A deathless memory of the past ! [Pauses,] 
No more I Thou hast what I have not ! 
Art thou come here to boast thy wealth ? 

Jesus, Nay, Mary, pardon me the word 
If it has struck a broken chord. 
I would but shew thee what love means. 

Magd, Thou hast one truth, which is not all the truth. 
There are two sorts of women and two sorts 
Of love ; the one — a mother — loves because ^ 

She must; the other loves because she wi//. 
Shall not a woman's will bear nobler fruit 
Than her necessity ? 

Jesus. The first prompts man 

To reverence, action, and a life of toil ; 
The second bids him rest, enjoy, and leave 
A name by earnest deeds ungilt 
Upon the page of time. I have a duty here 
Which such a nerveless love perforce impedes. 

Magd. A message to the world ! Poor prophet-man ! / 
Acting an ideal, while the soul 's consumed 

5 
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By the same passion as the common herd's. 

Were it not better to be true to self, 

Be what thou art, and live like other men ? 

Jesus, To leave them welf ring in the mire ? 

Magd, It suiteth them, for they by nature love 
Such grovelling bliss. Swine have no gratitude 
TVards him who cleans their sty. Strive as thou wilt, 
Thou canst not make stubborn humanity 
One tittle happier, — only thyself 
More miserable. Let slip these lofty thoughts, 
There is no mystery in the soul of man 
That will repay thy scrutiny. 
Man is just man, more upright than a brute, 
Since he has learnt two legs will carry him ; 
Thou scarce can teach hira more. Alone 
One life-enigma 's worthy of solution, — 
Where, where is rest ? — and this is solved by love ! 
Man hath small span of life, soon perishes, 
Sinks into nothingness, forgetting toil. 
His toil forgot Grasp then what joy this life 
Affords ; its labour brings but bitterness. 
All nature whispereth one truth, — rest ! rest ! 
Enjoy ! 

Jesus, For what base use this glorious world 
Was formed, — as cradle for an idle sleep ! 
Thank heaven, there 's more in man than that ! 
There is a call to action, aye, to deeds 
Which shake off sleep, which need self-sacrifice. 
Sonne shadow of nobility at least 
Exists, and friendship lives in more than name. 
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Magd, Be not too sure of those thou deemest friends. 

Jesus, I never deem a man my friend until 
I know him such. — Now 'tis my turn to rant 
Of friendship as thou raVst of love. 
Friends are in life's exchange the steriing coin, 
True tender for the rarest forms of joy ; 
The only pauper is the friendless man, 
Who, when the leaden grey of night o'erpowers 
His weary soul, finds none to comfort him ; 
Friendship is freedom to care-worn mortality. 
Loosing the mind imprisoned in itself 
It is the holiest flame which bums on earth. 

Magd, Like ev'ry flame 'tis haloed with foul smoke. 
[ With emphasis.'] Beware thy friends ! 

Jesus, Thou dost belie 

Those men who for my sake have cast aside 
All that the world sets value oh, — father 
And mother, wife and child, all trade. 
All trafiic which has earthly price ; and this — 
To follow me ! 

Magd, A toy will win a child ; 

The youth surrenders captive to a face, 
While the grown man is tickled with a name. 
"Jesus, the carpenter" would scarcely gain 
One follower ; " Jesus, King of the Jews " 
Will turn a stronger head than 's shouldered 
By Galilean fishermen. Take heed ! 

Jesus [with enthusiasm'\. These fishermen of Galilee 
shall rule 
The spirit of the world ! 
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Magd, They shall destroy 

Their trustful lord ! Upon a headstrong mind 
All warning 's lost ; it scarce will halt at fact 
Thou art deceived ; e'en now thy pupils plot 
To yield thee to the Pharisees. Beware ! 

Jesus. It cannot be ! Thy jaundiced eye 
Mirrors distorted figures in the mind. 
No face could mask a baseness blapk as this. 

Magd, Dost thou want proof? Wouldst learn the 
latest news? 
Go seek the tavern, barber, or — the child 
Of joy. Naught passes in Jerusalem 
Which 'scapes mine ear. — 'Twas yesterday that one 
Of those thou namest friends sought out 
The leaders of the Pharisees, 
Saying thou wouldst proclaim thyself a king 
At Passover, and urging them to seize 
Thee at the feast. \Bmding forward!\ I love thee, though 

thou dreadst 
My love. Seek not the city till 
The mom has fled. 

Jesus, Can such ingratitude 

Be bom of man ? — O Hell, I needs must call 
Thee Paradise ! Thou canst not match a deed 
Like this ! [Pauses,] Thy words were tme — 
If tmth has being in a world of lies — 
To labour for mankind is toil 
Unworthy of a man. O paradox ! 
Thou falser tmth than any lie on earth ! [Pauses,] 
Enjoy? Again thou 'rt right Enjo)rment /> 
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The only birthright of poor human worm. 
Not my own weakness, but the sin of man 
Shall force me to a life of idleness, 
Shall force me to — enjoy ! 

Magd, Jesus, why art 

So bitter in thy tone ? How many men 
Have been deceived in life, yet bore 
Their sorrow unobserved, or conquered grief! 

/esus, Wouldst ask me in an instant to forget 
The aim I set my life, the work of years ? 
Canst thou know what 'tis like to feel thy soul 
Blasted within a breath ? 

Magd, Aye, I have borne 

A greater trial than thine ; — for I have sunk 
From what a woman means to what I am. 
Is not this world more harsh to me than thee ? 
Thou hast been once deceived, but always I 
Must stand the outcast, scoff, and fingerpoint 
Of womankind, — the plaything of a blockish man. 
The hypocrite turns pointedly aside ; 
The pure of heart with unwilled shudder gives 
Me ample room, — and so alone I pass 
Scorning and scorned along the street of life. 
They think all power to love is dead in me, — 
These home-bred maidens, these ne'er-tempted dames. 
When comes the time, their duty fancies love. 
And bids a ne'er-tried virtue turn its heel 
On vice. — False ! false ! were but occasion mine, 
I could excel a thousandfold their love, 
As much out-passion their poor paltry zeal 



70 THE TRINITY; [Act I. 

As this cursed fairness tops their commonplace ! 
Alas, it cannot be ! I — I am ever damned ! 

\Buries her head in her Aands.] 
Jesus {placing his hand on her head]. Nay, Mary, nay ! 
the world may scoflf at thee. 
At least one man shall not The world has mocked 
My hopes — what is the world to me ? 

Magd. Rabbi, 

Thou thinkest not to whom thou speak'st. 

Jesus. Aye, well, 

I am no Rabbi now. I know to whom 
I speak,— I speak to thee — a woman, who 
forgot, but could not lose her womanhood. 
Listen — I love thee, though mankind may sneer. 
Come, let us cast all action and all thought 
Unto the winds, and softly breathe— we love. 

^agd. [looking up], O Lord, I am unworth this love. 
{Kneeling at his feet,] And yet I love 1 .| 

Jesus {taking her hands]. Then teach me how to live. .) 

Magd. Oh, we will drink of love e'en as it flows j 

With sparkling freshness from the flask. 
We'll learn, while we have aptitude. 
That truer world which smiles 
From out the mirrored joy 
Of love's co-passionate eyes. 
No longer master, be a pupil here, 
And I will teach thee time is not. 
Nor thought the breath of man ; 
That an intensity of present 
^^n stifle past, and take no heed 
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Of what the future bears 
Within her ever-pregnant womb. [Pauses,'] 
Lest such a life should fail to satisfy 
Thy native bent to action, will towards power, 
In those few moments that our love can spare, 
Govern these Jews, but with an iron hand. 
Jesus, Out the dark lap of coming night 
Shall spring twin sons, one soft and fair— 
The rosy light of a new morn — 
The other stem and harsh, perchance 
Shall play assassin to his brother, — 
My triumph and our love. [jRising.'] I must 
To Bethlehem ; — the morrow sees 
Me rule Jerusalem ! 

[Enter JUDAS, hurriedly.] 

Judas, Master, I Ve sought thee ever)nvhere ; 
E'en now would haste to Bethlehem, 
Whither I thought thee flown. The night is nigh. 
The morrow's feast as yet is unprepared ; 
It should be gala-day ! 

Jesus [looking intently at him], I must 
To Bethlehem ; my mother waits me there. 

/udas. To Bethlehem ! We— all the folk 
Expect thee in Jerusalem. Thou canst 
Not break a custom so time-honourfed ! 
The prophet will obey the Lord's command ! 

Jesus [still looking at him]. He will, — as faithful servant 
ever must 
Thy fear has read into my words 
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A wrongful sense. To-night at Bethlehem \ 
To-morrow we will hold high festival 
Withm the city walls. 

Jtidas [aside]. Such festival 

As thou scarce dreamest of ! \Aioud.'\ Rabbi, 
^Vhere wilt thou that the paschal meal be spread ? 

Jesus, It matters not Make what provision pleaseth 
thee, 
I will not blame thee, though it fail its end. 
Come, we have much to think of e'er the mom. 
Thou in the city, I in Bethlehem. 

Magd, Farewell ! Remember, Lord 

Jesus, Farewell ! 

[With emphasis,'] We meet again — ^when Passover is 
by. [Exeunt Jesus and Judas. 

Magd. [alone]. Mine ! mine ! My will has triumphed ; 
and yet 
For some brief moments I forgot my part — 
Aye, 'twas indeed reality ! What next? 
Is then the future to be stage or life ? 
My love is real, too real — But his? — I fear 
'Tis only fiction in a sickened mind, 
The self-deception of a troubled soul, 
Which builds for shelter temporary hut 
Upon the ruins of its former home, 
But only time can shew ; — the day is mine. 
Night's shadow forms shall morning sun define. 
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SCENE VII. 

Street in front of Nathan's stall during the Feast of 
Passover, The stall is closed, 

[Enter two Pharisees.] 

1st Phar, Could we but weather out this feast 
All might go well ; yet I have heard 
Such murmuring amidst the folk, 
I fear't may thicken to a gale. — 
A storm is dangerous while it lasts, 
Though order quickly re-assert her rule. 

2nd Phar, The proletariat has its periods, 
Wherein 'tis fretful, oft passionate. 
For a time its sluggish blood will course 
More freely through its veins, and p'rhaps have issue, 
Discharging humours which must come away, 
Or they would fester to a worse disease. 
Wise rulers mark their advent, and take care 
Its outbreak shall not injure them, planning 
External war, or giving loosen'd rein 
To popular tumult 'gainst a hated sect ; 
A lawless sacrifice which saves the law. 

ist Phar. Then the law now must render up 
Its truest friends to save itself. 
Thereby committing suicide. 
For it will be as cipher without key. 
This Jesus hates our class, and we shall bear 
The primal brunt of any madness he 
Directs. 
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2nd Phar. Thy fears decoy thee to the pit 
We must avoid. I grant a madness stirs 
The mob ; I grant this prophet-carpenter 
Just now is idolised ; I grant his hatred grows 
Intense 'gainst us. What flows from the concession ? 
Why, first, this madness must have vent, 
And next, the prophet must be quietbd, — 
Two absolute necessities which fit 
Most perfectly, — the one the very lever which 
Upsets the other, rightly plied. 

jst Phar, What is thy meaning? Think'st the mob 
will turn 
Upon this Jesus, he who proclaims for men 
An universal brotherhood, yet makes 
Them furious 'gainst all authority ? 
This carpenter who calls himself their son ? 
It is impossible ! 

2nd Phar. The man who talks 

To Fortune at her wheel can cozen her. 
And make impossible, — fatality. 
I say the temper of the crowd 
Is not the brewing of this prophetling. 
'Tis fever in the age, and he *s but pimple 
Marking the sickness of the blood. 
We '11 make them fly at him, and vent 
Their fury in his immolation. This 
The more readily since he was bom 
Their like ; the mob, conscious of fickleness. 
Will never trust a leader from its ranks. 

\st Phar. As yet there is no trace of its suspicion. 
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The clamour waxes with the moon. 

2nd Phar, And, like the moon, would later wane, 
Did not the mystic Saros tell eclipse 
Immediate. The folk will follow him — 
So long as he expresses their dumb wants, 
So long as they believe him sent from God ; 
Once let him place his will o'er theirs, 
Once let them feel he is but man, 
Then is he doomed. A dreamer like this Jesus 
Has not the fitting craft which keeps a mob 
Well tickled. Should he not satisfy 
The present need, they '11 rend him as its cause. 

\st Phar, Aye, aye, the future may run so ; 
Our danger is to-day's. The folk are massed 
For Passover. 

2nd Phar. Hark ye, my friend 
A word which must not spread. There 's treachery 
Abroad which plays into our hands. 
One of his comrades hath sought out our friends. 
Hinting the people will proclaim him king 
During this feast, and bidding us lay hold on him. 

ist Phar, Lay hold on him ? That would but haste 
The crisis which we dread. Thy road 
To safety lieth through destruction. 

2nd Phar. 'Twould, 

Did we make such fool's use of what we 've heard. 
In truth, we 've told him of this knavery. 

jst Phar, And 'neath his generosity would claim 
Ignoble screen ? Thus low we 've sunk 1 

2nd Phar, Again 
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Thou makest thought the scaffolding of fact, 

Not fact the frame from whence to rear thy thought. 

We have from trivial reality 

Raised such a nightmare in his soul, 

That he will hardly trust his father's son. 

We Ve dropt the proof that treachery is bom, 

Yet not revealing where its parent lurks. 

He '11 scarcely seek Jerusalem to-day. 

And should he come, he '11 tread most gingerly. 

He needs must hesitate, and then, — we win. 

A mob's applause lasts while its echo 's heard ; 

Once let the furnace cool, and metal-like. 

It loses malleability. — To-morrow 

We'll reason with him in the synagogue, 

The waVring folk will gladly swallow what 

Discredits him. To-day we 're safe. 

\st Phar. Thy words have sound most comforting. 
Yet p'rhaps, — ^^twere well to stay in-doors. 

\Enter Nathan.] 

2nd Phar, Let us ask Nathan what he thinks 
The humour of the town. — ^Well, Nat, 
What is the weather like to be ? 

Nathan. The clouds do sputter somewhat; should it 
'Fore night, you may [rain 

\st Phar, \eagerly\ We may 

Nathan. Get wet. 

2nd Phar. Why, so may ev*ry man who stays abroad. 

Nathan. Yes; but the ram scarce harms a woollen 
cloak; 
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It ruins silk. A shower but washes mud 

From oflf a peasant's sturdy clogs, 

It spoils the dainty sandals of the dame. 

This water is a test most excellent 

For ev*ry form of honesty. See, now, 

'Tis said the devil cannot swim, 

Thus comes it that a ducking forces him 

To seek new quarters more congenial. 

Hence, should it rain to-day, the devil 's like 

To be upon the move. 

ist Phar. What is thy drift ? 

2nd Phar, Why, any one can read this parable. 
But, Nat, thou 'rt wrong ; the prophet sleeps to-day. 

Nathan, Seeking fresh inspiration from his dreams ? 
'Tis sad that one, who 's learnt to ply his hands 
In no mean craft, can stoop to earn his bread 
By talk. 

2nd Phar, Aye, and misguiding the poor folk ! 

Nathan, But strange, that when a worker stoops to 
talk, 
He can outpreach the preachers by profession. 

2nd Phar, Humph ! — 

This man has some small gift of eloquence. 
Yet knows but little logic and less law. 
He flavours phrases with nice knack to suit 
His heaiers' appetites ; the sauce oft brings 
A cook more praise than well-dressed meat. 

Nathan, IVe heard some tasters find his sauce too 
tart 

2nd Phar, It well may be ; it needs a cultured tongue 
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To reach the cultured mind ; and his- 



Nathan, Is homely, of the folk ? *Tis true ; 
Thus do our rulers oft mistake 
The temper of the people they would guide, — 
Because it speaks a diflf'rent tongue. 
Whose tones they fail to comprehend. - 

ist Phar, 'Tis time to turn. This street leads to the 
gate 
Which faces Bethlehem ; and here comes one 
Who seems excited, by his walk. 

2nd Phar. Why then, — 

We '11 hear what he 's to say. 

\Enter Boppo, singing!] 

Boppo. I 'm a made man ! I 'm a made man ! 

Rata-tatan ! Rata-tatan ! 
I '11 have my fling. 
We Ve a new king, 

Rata-tatan ! Rata-tatan ! 

I '11 be court-fool ! I '11 be court-fool ! 
Can I but keep cooL 

Rata-tatan ! Rata-tatan ! 
His favour to win, 
I '11 raise a din. 
Rata-tatatatatan ! 

Nathan, Now, clipper-claw, there are gentlemen here. 

Boppo. What, my gentle cobbler! Sing, cobbler, 
sing! I could embrace thee didst thou not smell of 
leather. 

Nathan. Go, hug thy equals, knave. 
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Boppo, Equals? We shall all be equals now. The 
servant is to be master, and the master knave. I reckon 
he '11 order him about Present me to thy friends, knave 
cobbler. 

2nd Phar, Who is this fool ? 

Nathan. A servant of the Magdalene's. 

Boppo. Neither a fool nor a servant, but one Master 
Boppo, with great hopes of a place in the new govern- 
ment. As you value my favour and your own hides, I 
prithee keep a civil tongue in your heads. 

\st Phar, [aside]. We must humour him; — 'tis dan- 
gerous to ;excite the mob. 

2nd Phar. Where is thy new government, sirrah ? 

Boppo, Sirrah, indeed ! Thou dost well to sir me, but 
thou shalt not ah it This new government hath already 
passed the house of Habbakkuk, and will shortly arrive 
at Jerusalem. 

2nd Phar, So, Master Boppo, and hast thou friends 
among our new rulers ? 

Boppo, Why, knave, to speak honestly, I have. But 
I will be frank with thee, for thou art obviously a 
respecter of persons ; and I can do thee a good turn. 
[Mysteriously^ My mistress — that is, the fair dame to 
whom out of compassion, and for some paltry considera- 
tion, I have devoted my services — is now in high favour 
at court Thou mayest be sure, then, that I shall obtain 
no small place there ; for she and I are on the best of 
terms. Why, if Nathan be but discreet, the weak crea- 
ture shall be court cobbler. 

Nathan, Court cobbler! To make for thy likes? 
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Then of a surety thy feet would be the only part of thee 
that went honestly. 

Boppo, Quiet, cobbler, quiet; or thou wilt be chas- 
tised. For see, here come our heralds. I will to the 
gate. Good day, sirrah ! \Exit^ singing\ Ratatatatatatan ! 

Nathan, The fool must feed upon his folly, as the 
marmot on his fat ! 

[Enter Sauel, and other citizens ^ carrying palm-branches^ 
&^c. The Pharisees slip away unobserved,'] 

Sauel, Let us stay here ; the prophet needs must pass 
This way, and there is room to welcome him. 

ist Cit, Let 's stand on either side the street. 
And greet him thus. 

2nd Cit. Here, cobbler, is a branch 

For thee. Thou 'st lungs as strong as any man's. 

Nathan, Aye, when an honest job hath want 
Of bellows, mine will gladly raise the fire. 

2nd Cit, Well, now 's the time ! Jerusalem 
Will scarcely see a second day like this. 

Sauel, Why, Nathan, wilt not lift thy voice 
To speed Messiah, when he comes 
In triumph to his throne ? 

ist Cit, This Passover 

Shall be most memorable. It is a time 
Of unrestricted joy. Jehovah turns 
His face again towards his chosen folk. 
Long may his favour last ! 

Nathan, 'Tis ever so. 

Where the will tends, divine desire is found 



Sc. VII.] A PASSION PLAY. 8i 

To countenance its bent ; and ev'ry wish 
Self-bom from self must needs be cloaked, and held 
'An inspiration sent direct from heaven. 

SaueL Come, Nathan, there are days of joy 
When 'tis a crime to wear a gloomy brow. 
This mom Jemsalem is dmnken with delight ; 
Quaff deep with us from our new cup of bliss ! 

Nathan, Friend, then 'tis good that one at least 
Should sober think of what the morrow must 
Bring forth. 

ist at Well, well, the man who rears himself 
A hell is bound to pass his days therein. 
Leave him alone to his own surliness ! 

2nd at See where Messiah comes 1 The people 
throng 
Around. [^Crowd rapidly increases, 1 Haste, give him 
token of our joy. 

People, Hail ! Jesus ; Hail ! 

SONG OF TRIUMPH. 

Chorus of Men. 

Brother men, exult to-day, 
David's son shall pass this way ; 

Haste to meet him. 

Joyful greet him ; 
Christ has come ! 

Chorus of Women. 

Ye daughters of Sion, rejoice ; 
Hosanna sing ; 

6 
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Shout with triumphant voice, 
Behold thy King ! 

Chorus of Men. 

Brother men, ye Ve laboured long,- 
Patient 'neath the tyrant's thong, 
Slaves to priest and slaves to wealth, 
David's son shall bring you health. 

Haste to meet him. 

Joyful greet him, 
Christ has come ! 

Brother men, o'er eastern skies 
See the sun of freedom hies ; 
David's son hath brought the dawn, 
People's leader, lowly bom. 

Haste to meet him, 

Joyful greet him, 
Christ has come I 

Brother men, from slavish yoke 
David's son shall free our folk, 
Love hath conquered coward fear. 
Days of joyful peace are near. 

Hail, Liberty ! 

Man shall be free ; 

Hail, mighty love ! 

Sent from above. 

Chorus of Disciples. 

We who bore the heat of day. 
We who bore the battle's fray, 
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Hail his sway I 
See, the last shall now be first, 
He shall satisfy our thirst. 

Hate your worst, 

Rulers cursed ! 

Love has burst 

Your bonds to-day ; 

Hail its sway ! 

Chorus of Women. 

Ye daughters of Jerusalem, 
Your lips employ, 

Our Prince to hail ; 
He brings you joy 

Which cannot fail. 

Hail to the man 
Who hath crushed our foe ! 

Hail to the man 
Who hath calmed our woe ! 

Eve is revenged, 

The serpent is bruised. 

Hell is confused. 

Love rules supreme, 
Is it a dream ? 
Life doth not seem 
What we did deem. 

Your voices raise 
In gladsome lays 
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Of endless praise 
To your King ! 

Ring the alarm, 
Fling ye the palm, 
Sing ye the psalm 
To your King ! 

Glory on earth, 
Peace hath its birth, 
Hail ye the worth 
Of your King ! 

Chorus of Children. 

{Pressing forward^ 

Suffer us to see the Lord, 
Of his endless love afford 
Somewhat to us children. 

He hath blessed us with his hand. 
Sing we then in happy band, 
For he loves us children. 

He did shew his gentle heart. 
When they bid us to depart, 
We are of his kingdom. 

Chorus of Women. 

Ye daughters of Sion, rejoice, 

Hosanna sing; 
Shout with triumphant voice, 

Behold your King ! 
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Chorus of Men. 

Brother men, exult to-day, 
David's son shall pass this way ; 

Haste to meet him. 

Joyful greet him ; 
Christ has come ! 

People, Hail ! Jesus ; Hail ! 

Christ has come ! 

\While the Choruses sing, jESUS, riding an ass, 
passes along the street; the Choruses accompany 
and follow him. The people cast their gar- 
ments and palm branches under the feet of the 
ass^ 



-M- 
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ACT 11. 

SCENE I. 

Night, Jesus alone in the wilderness, 

Jesus \rapidly, and in a wild tone]. Ha ! 'tis a dream ! 
I feel it is a dream, 
And I must soon awake ! 
Yet why — should I thus sleep in hell? 
Mating with shadow-furies worse 
Than all reality ? — Up, up ! 
I will awake ! It wants 
But resolution to cast off 
This slumbrous tyranny. 

Eh, John? eh, Peter? here ! we've much to do, 
Why have ye not aroused me with the morn ? 
Are ye not there ? — the master calls ! 

Great God ! is then my speech the voice of dreams ? 

Have I the power to hear myself. 

Yet cannot break the silence of the night ? 

Ha ! ha ! what wond'rous joker is this sleep 

That it can fool a man so well ! 

Poor phantom-king, thy empire is too small 

For the ambition which doth torture thee ! 

The morning cometh soon, so satisfy 
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Thy lust for power ; hold now thy sway. 
Within an hour I '11 laugh at thee. 

How terrible a thing is death, 

If it be like to thee, — a conscious sleep 

From which no morning waketh men ! 

No dewy scent of dawn creeps to the sense, 

Unfelt through opiate mist of night — 

Intense and awful struggle to awake — 

The mind still free, yet its commands mere will, 

There being no flesh to give obedient ear. 

Tis wonderful how like to death is sleep. \Pauses.'\ 

Almighty God ! can this be death, 

Which twines its snake-like coils around my soul ? 

Death, death ! this is the mystery of the tomb ! 

The silence of the grave is old wife's tale, 

And dead men breathe and live, nay more, — they think. 

Yet this arm moves, its joints are flexible ; 

I feel the tight-drawn lips, and all the sense 

Of muscle vibrates through my frame. 

Dead men can have no flesh, — that rots in earth. 

Tis only sleep. Yet I would hail thee. Death, 

If thou couldst end these raving dreams ! 

Why should I rave ? I was not bom insane, 

Nor has my life been such as madmen lead ! 

Shall I then play the madman in my sleep ? 

But why, — why sleep ? — 'Tis madness without sleep. 

Ah ! now I catch thee, ghastly truth ! 

I live ! I am awake ! — but I am mad ! 
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Ha ! ha ! ha ! mad, mad ! ha ! ha ! ha ! 

Where am I ? \Looks wildly around?^ In the Mamrian 

wilderness, 
To which all lepers and possessed are driven ! 
Where are ye, comrades ? Come and laugh with me ; 
Hush ! hark ! they come ; the loathsome crowd. 
See ye the snow-white blains, that curse of sin, 
Which will not bear a mantle, lest it too 
Should rot with plague ? Nay, stand aside ; 
I am not one of you. See, yonder, where 
My fellows haste ! Hear ye the shout. 
The mocking cry, the maniac laugh ? 
See ye the blood-red eyes, which stare 
As if the giant snakes of hell were loose ? 
The matted hair, which falls o'er gibb'ring mouths? 
I feel their burning breath upon my cheek. 
Hiss ! hiss ! I too am one of you. Mad ! mad ! 

[Falls in a swoon,] 

CHORUS OF SHEPHERDS. 

[Taking their flocks to feed; very distant^ 

The morning is breaking. 
All nature is waking ; 
Quick then away, 
'Tis dawn of day ! 
Come, shake off night* s dreams. 
Come, haste to bright streams ; 
See, the moments are fleeting ; 
Hear the flocks, they are bleating. 
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Eager pasture to find, 
Where the rippling brook sings 

In the arms of the wind ; 
Where, upborne on her wings, 
Peace-bringing dove 
Hovers above. 

There 'neath the willows, 
By the brook^s billows, 
While the tender sheep feed 
On the rich grassy meed. 
We '11 tune our harps. 
And sing soft lays 
Of endless praise 
To Israel's God ! 

{Extremely distant!] 

The morning is breaking, 
All nature is waking ; 

Quick then away, 

'Tis dawn of day ! 

[Morning begins to dawn, casting a soft and gra- 
dually-increasing light on Jesus, whose face 
grows more peacefuL He arouses himself as if 
from sleepy 

Jesus, Awake, and morning ! How I thank thee, God. 
Would that the night might never fall again ! 
For with the night comes sleep, and sleep is hell. 
O Lord, thy judgment is severe, but just. 
Nor could a punishment be great enough 
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To match my sin, to blot it from thy memory ! 
Thou testedst me, and I— have failed, 
Have failed without the shadow of excuse, 
Proving unworthy of thy trust. 
I, who would save mankind, have lost myself 1 
Those I would free I almost rendered slaves. 
And when my thought should have been pure, 
I — I — did infinitely sin. [Pauses,] 
j Woman ! thou art the root whence springs 
All evil to mankind ! — the curse of man ! 
The hero who has faced the world ; or he 
Who triumphs o'er himself; or he who lives 
In purity within the house of death ; — 
All these shall perish by a woman's wiles, 
That base procuress to the devil's self ! 
For while the nobler soul of man aspires 
To actions tinged by some divinity, 
The duller sense of womankind doth lure 
His purpose from its end, and make it child 
Of hell. — O Eve, thy daughters have inherited 
Thy passion for forbidden fruit, and cost 
Poor struggling man too oft his paradise ! 
Woman, why are we bom of thee ? 

Alas ! what new, what greater crime is this ? 

Am I so damned, I cannot think but sin ? 

O Mother, what ingratitude to thee, 

My saving angel in the hour of need ! 

Had not that pale sad face on me been fixed. 

What were I now ? Those sins were acted which 
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I had but planned, and others' misery 

Were crown to mine ! O mother, mother, I have sinned 

'Gainst thee, who should be emblem of thy sex. 

O God, help me to purify my heart, 

Or, — take my reason, if thou wilt, 

Since ev'ry thought but ripens to new sin. 

[Prays,"] 

All-father ! 

Calm and passionless. 
Who, throned 'midst infinite beatitude, 
Through endless time dost contemplate 
Thine own perfection in the Universe, 

Hear thou my prayer. 

O Father ! 
Save from this abyss of hell, 
T'wards which the flood of mine, own sin 

Sweeps uncontrollable. 
Though small and insignificant 
Are human passions to immortal eyes. 
Yet thou canst gauge their influence 

O'er frail humanity. 

Aid now thy son, 

Giving him strength 

In this dread hour of trial. 

O Father ! 
I too rashly thought myself 
Amidst my brethren favoured child. 
Called to be instrument 
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Of goodness wrought by thee. 
Oh, pardon me the pride, 
And cut away this worm of death 
Which cankers at my soul. 

O Father ! 
If thou canst not feel this woe, 
Thy perfect Godhead still finds bliss 

In boundless sympathy, 
Oh, bend that grey eternal eye, 
Incline that sleepless ear 
To my distress. 

O Father ! 
Though my mission here hath failed, 
Let me not perish with my hopes ; 
Save, save me from these hounds of hell, 
Which gorge upon mine agony. 
Help, help me, else I die ! 

\At this moment the shepherds in the distance commence 

singing to their harps ;] 

"Have mercy upon me, O God, according to thy 
loving-kindness; according unto the multitude of thy 
tender mercies blot out my transgressions. 

" Wash me throughly from mine iniquity, and cleanse 
me from sin. For I acknowledge my transgressions; 
and my sin is ever before me. 

" Behold, thou desirest truth in the inward parts ; and 
in the hidden part thou shalt make me know wisdom. 

** Purge me with hyssop and I shall be clean ; wash 
^e, and I shall be whiter than snow. 
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" Hide thy face from my sins, and blot out all mine 
iniquities. Create in me a clean heart, O God; and 
renew a right spirit within me. 

" Cast me not away from thy presence, and take not 
thy holy spirit from me. Restore unto me the joy of 
thy salvation, and uphold me with thy free spirit. 

" Then will I teach transgressors thy ways ; and sin- 
ners shall be converted unto thee. 

"Thou desirest not sacrifice, else would I give it; 
thou delightest not in burnt-offering. The sacrifices of 
God are a broken spuit ; a broken and contrite heart, O 
God, thou wilt not despise. 

" O Lord, open thou my lips, and my mouth shall 
shew forth thy praise." 

[During the psalm jESUS, who listens attentively^ at 
first movedy grows at last calmer J\ 

Jesus. " The sacrifices of God are a broken spirit ; a 
broken and contrite heart, O God, thou wilt not despise." 

Peace, kindly peace, with silvery gleam. 
Now breaks the darkness of my spirit's night ; 
While the sad rest of endless sorrow broods 
Upon this broken ocean with its wreck of life. 
My prayer is heard ; and Thou hast saved me, God, 
Saved for a life of grief and solemn penitence. 
The storm of wild despair is self-consumed ; 
Dissolved in nerveless calm, which leaves the soul 
To float as flotsam on the tide of time. 

1 11 seek a mountain hermitage, 

Far from the troublous crowd of men ; 
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Some hollowed rock, which, striving heavenwards, 

O'er-tops this passion-driven worid of sin \ — 

There, cradled in serene tranquillity, 

I '11 gaze in Nature's mirror on my God. 

Only in solitude, by mountain peak. 

In woodland wild, or on the boundless sea, 

Can man with his Creator speak alone ; 

There, free from ev'ry earthly lust, 

He may approach the Godhead's self. 

Thus will I live in innermost communion. 

In life-long converse with the Deity. 

Prayer brought me mercy, then such life perchance 

May gain me absolution from my sin ; 

For if a life of tears can wash out guilt, 

Mine shall be drowned within a sea of grief 

'Tis sad to leave such duties unfulfilled 

As I had set myself! — Must it be so? 

Alas, the chisel broke upon the block 

It should have carved ! A broken tool is thrown 

Aside ; a better chosen, fitter for the work. 

Thus I have failed, and must be numbered 

Among the myriad unremembered names 

Which pass in silence to futurity. \Pauses^ 

God, is that man for ever damned 

Who once has failed ? For him is no great deed 

A possibility ? Nay ; while there 's life 

The power is left ! Howe'er a man has sinned 

There is some spark of real nobility — 

Which is unquenchable — left flick'ring in his soul ; 
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The gulf which separates humanity 

From hell, and bridges it an arch to heaven. 

Then, shall our Father more rejoice in him 

Who leads a life of weeping inactivity. 

Or in the one who nurtureth 

This vital spark, striving in action to redeem 

His fault ? — Assuredly this latter must 

Give greater joy, as more akin 

To God's creative mind. Only among mankind 

In struggling deed is furnace hot enough 

To purge away this dross of sin. — 

Be this my lot ! Still labour 'midst my kind. 

And by a life of human toil obtain 

Fresh purity, ever remembering 

There 's nought diviner to a man than man. 

From this bright hour I '11 date my life afresh ; 

To-day I am reborn, pure as a sucking babe ; 

Strong as the athlete trained but yet untried. 

Who feels in eVry muscle conscious power ; 

For this new manhood doth surpass the old. 

As summer's noontide heat the chilly sun 

Of harsh midwinter. Ere this hour 

I had not strength for the appointed task. 

Yet now it flows like wine within my frame. 

O God, there is a heavenly truth in this : 

All men must he reborn. Such moment bursts 

On ev'ry truer mind, an instant when it shakes 

The old man off, like slave who breaks from out his chains 

To glory in a freedom self-attained. — 
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Father, what love I bear to Thee 

For this great chastening, and to its mortal means ! 

Yes, now I truly love her with pure heart ; 

Can meet her with uplifted head — 

The nobler look of one by sorrow scourged 

And purified. The love I give to men 

Shall form a portion of my love to Thee, 

Being like in kind, bom of the spirit, not 

The flesh, — divine love for humanity. 

E'en now Thy holy spirit breathes in me. 

Thy kingdom is on earth \ its rule hath quelled 

The anarchy which raged within my souL 

Yet stay — Moses hath given us this law, — 

That he who fain would purify himself 

Must offer sacrifice according to his sin. 

Alone one ofi'ring great enough remains 

For me : — the altar must receive my life ! 

This life shall be the sanction of my words, 

Redemption for my sin, and with it all mankind's ; 

Since at my teaching ancient law shall fade. 

Shall pass away, while a new era dawns. 

This is a fitting final sacrifice for sin. 

With which all sacrifice shall end. 

My blood shall free the world from these old bonds 

Which choke its life, e'en as the woodman cuts 

The tightening band and props away 

Which once supported the young tree. 

Oh, help me, God ; O Father, aid thy son 

In this his task of love, his labour of redemption ! 
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SCENE II. 

A garden in yerusalem, John and Mary, the mother 

of Jesus. 

Mary. I would for one brief hour the son might taste 
This torture in his mother's breast ! 
O John, could he but feel what pangs 
A mother must endure who finds 
The heavy veil of jealous secresy 
Dropt 'twixt two once inseparable hearts ! 
Would he then leave this longing void unfilled? 
Is he not part of me, flesh of my flesh, 
All mine ? Has he not clung upon this breast 
In lisping helplessness of infancy? 
A boy, has he not shared with me 
His ev'ry boylike joy and grief? And now 
He bears the sorrows of a man, can I 
Not take my part in them? Is woman, then. 
But fit to comfort babe and child ? 
Has not a mother sympathy more wide, 
Which only ends with death? Sometimes I fear 
To almost hate thee, John, who thus unsought 
Have gamed his inmost confidence ! 
Oh, must a mother from a stranger learn 
What ails her child ? 

John. Why, Mary, all is well ; 
He has but wandered forth 

Mary. But wander'd forth ! 

Oh, had I been with him as thou. 
He ne'er had wandefd forth alone ! 
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John, Oft has he wished in solitude to think, 
And would not that we stayed with him. I fain 
Had followed, but I marked his look 

Mary, His look ? That should have held thee near ! 
'Tis terrible ! The night 'fore Passover 
It came upon him first Some endless woe 
Mantled his brow in gloom, 
While like a wrecker's torch his eye glowed o'er 
The stormy shore with lurid restlessness ; 
His teeth were pressed as though they were the gates 
Which held in check the powers of hell I 
And as I watched beside him in his sleep 
A devil hissed fix)m out that prison 3rard, 
'Tis treachery ; 'tis treachery ! \Takes John's hand^ 
O John, take pity on a mother's grief; 
Oh, tell me why he suffers thus ! 

John, Mother, 

Some passing sickness of the soul doth cloud 
The sabbaoth calm of thy son's life. 
Such moments are the lot of ev'ry man 
Whose spirit, conscious of its calling, breaks 
The trammels of its own small world. 
They are the mental pauses which oft mark 
The finished chapters of an earnest life ; 
The steps by which the great mind mounts to heights 
Above the smaller's self-complacency. 
For discontent and doubt at her own deeds 
Are spurs which drive the higher soul 
To ever nobler acts of love. Fear not ; 
He Cometh soon. I know not, yet have faith. 
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Mary. And canst thou venture thus to vaunt thy faith 
To me ! — He was the child of purest love. 
I felt him leap within the womb, and heard 
The evil prate of gossips at his birth ;— 
Yet I had faith ! I bore his fathei^s rage. 
When as a self-willed boy he would dispute 
With Scribes and Pharisees ; — ^yet I had faith ! 
I saw him cast aside an honest trade 
To wander dreaming through the wastes 
Of Galilee ;— yet I had faith ! 
He came as prophet, preaching in Judea ; 
His brethren's scoff, rejected by his friends; — 
Yet I had faith ! Grave priests and rulers said 
His teaching did upset the Law, 
Was to Jehovah's written will opposed. 
That those who followed it were ever damned ; — 
Yet I had faith ! Then came this Passover, 
This boisfrous triumph in Jerusalem, — 
A froward day, at odds with. all the past, 
The darksome presage of a fearful future, — 
And as I heard the songs of joy, I felt 
A vampire's clutch upon this trembling heart, 
Which forced such shudder through the pulsing blood 
As were scarce equalled in one who fell 
Asleep beneath the cedars' scented grove 
Yet woke within the ice-cold wormy tomb. 
Then for a moment came a breath of doubt. 
While 'midst the heat and pressure of the crowd 
I caught one cry, — "Jesus, King of the Jews 1" 
So much I heard, and heard no more ; 
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Oh, say What followed, and when Jesus fled ! 

John, I was beside him all the mom, 
Yet, save one sentence as we passed the gates, 
He sat in chilly silence 'midst our joy. 

Mary, What did he mutter at the gates ? 

John, " Woe, woe to thee, Jerusalem ! 
If thou hadst known in this day, even thou 
The things which belong unto peace. 
But now they are hid from thine eyes ! " 
And then he looked upon the walls, 
Then turned his gaze on us ; and so methought 
A rebel tear its close imprisonment 
Escaped, or p'rhaps I fancied it- 

Mary, No, no ! 

It was a tear, it must have been a tear ! 

John, Then fwards the Temple gates we passed 
'Midst ever louder tumult of the mob ; 
The folk, throwing their garments in the way, 
Cried with an evet greater ecstasy 
Of joy : — " Jesus ! — Hail, prophet, hail ! — Hail, king ! " 
While here and there I heard a murmur pass — 
" Down with the Scribes !— ^Death to the Pharisees I ^ 
Just as we gained the outer court 
The fever reached excitement's boiling point 
It wanted but a word and blood had poured 
In torrents on the streets, — Jesus halted. 
Dismounting turned towards the crowd 

Mary, 'Twas then I saw my son, and he 
His mother ! Oh ! what happen'd next ? 
For in that instant every nerve was slacked, 



Sc. II.] A PASSION PLAY, lOl 

And all the bonds of consciousness untied. 

John, Jesus, in voice scarce audible, 
Muttefd: — "Peace, peace," raising his hands t'wards 

heaven. 
Then, with the rigid stare of one 
By sudden ruin dazed, he crossed the court; 
There by his look did silence me, and left 
It at the farther gate 

Mary. What thought the folk? 

John. They waited, not believing he had gone ; 
Convinced at last, they sullenly went home. 
'Twas like the scarce-heard roll which heraldeth 
The coming thunderstorm : one instant sounds 
All nature's life in joyous summer song, 
The next her tuneful untuned choir is wrapt 
In deathlike silence, while the sullen air 
In stifling heat awaits th' electric rain. 
Then in that moment my poor love 
Waxed thousand-fold in strength f wards him. 
Struggling in feeble course to match his need. 

Mary. Oh, John ! no more. Thou with'rest up my 
hope 
Within the cruel furnace of thy tale ! 
Haste, let us seek him though the search be long ; 
We two at least may comfort him ! 

John. Here Judas comes; he perhaps can give us news. 

[Enter Judas.] 

Canst tell us where the Master tarrieth ? 
Judas. How should I know? There is no urgent need 
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To find him now. It will be months, p'rhaps years. 

Before such fruit ripens again 

To reaper's hand. Aye, such a harvesting 

Will scarcely twice mature in one man's life, 

However vigorous the sun of his intent ! 

Fortune gives ev'ry man at least one chance 

Of being great, but the great man alone 

Can recognise the crisis of his fate. 

Thy son, who should have steered Time's bark. 

Is now the toss-about of circumstance. 

Mary, Haste, lead me to him ; tell me where he is ! 
I do not understand thy words, but yet 
This ignorance is poison on griefs sting. 

Judas, Why 'tis a cuckoo's t,^^ and not the stork's 
That thou hast hatched ! Dost think that when a crown 
Hung dangling at his beak, the pious bird 
Would so forget his royal parentage ? 

John, Friend, there are greater men on earth than 
kings. 
And nobler deeds than winning earthly crowns. 
Come, mother ! thou wilt gain small comfort here. 
With less news of thy son. \Exeunt John and Mary. 

Judas, Were all the world believing fools like these, 
The present game were scarcely yet played out ! 
How can such mass of faith live outside heaven ? 
Where two men meet, creeps doubt to murder faith ; 
Is it not daily slaughtered on the mart. 
Strangled at birth, and stifled in its sleep ? 
And yet it thrives with gross fecundity I 
Methinks the nine-month's rest within the womb 



Sc. II.] A PASSION PLAY, 103 

Must taint and spread this folly to man's seed I 
For such a slavish humour cannot lurk 
Within the marrow of a man ! — ^Well, well, 
I must 2^;ain pick up the broken strings, 
Then twist a fresh whip-lash to drive these curs. 
At least the cursed Pharisees shall smart 
For their foul trick ; and Jesus? — Humph I 
[ With significance.'] That lies with him I 
How much can he know of this slippery tale? 
There 's something in his greeting wants the gloss 
Of former hone/d friendliness. I fear 
Politeness so petrescent scarcely hides 
The bUe of his o'erchargfed bladder ! 
Well, time will soon cure that ; for this same gall 
Is best resolvent of the curdled mUk 
Of human kindliness. — ^*Twill want much time, 
Far harder and more skilful work to place 
This prophet on his pedestal again ! [Pauses.'] 
Come, heaven, come hell ! he has a sorry head 
Who, 'midst the fermentation of our day. 
Cannot find yeast enough to bake his loaf! 
Hi ! here comes Peter, with his wonted haste ! 

[Enter Peter.] 

Peter. Judas, the Master's back; rejoice with us \ 
Judas. Rejoice? Why, 'tis a time for grief, our 
hopes 

Being blighted in their bursting bud ! 
Peter. Aye, aye. 

But if the folk have lost a king. 
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We have regained our Lord. He is himself 
Again! 

Judas, He hath deceived his countrymen. 
And they will scarce forget he 's handled them - 
As fools. The prudent man treats eVty fool 
As wise, and ev'ry wise man as a fool. 
Whereby he gaineth much repute, 
Abundant following. 

Peter. Why, Judas, we 

Can wait, if to defer his kingdom please 
Our Lord. I am as eager for bold deeds 
As thgu, but his known wfll doth top desire. 
See yonder where he comes, walking 
And teaching as of old ! 

[Enter Jesus, witk band of disciples^ 

Judas \kissing his hand]. Good morrow, Lord ! 

Jesus. What chilly welcome, Judas, for thy friend ! 
[ IVith significance,'] Hast thou not more to tell me of? 

Judas. Aye, Lord ! 

Thy leaving us did make me sorrowful ! 

Jesus. Oh, friends, if this brief absence grievfed you. 
What shall the coming separation work ? 
The time approaches when Jerusalem 
Shall slay a lamb in sacrifice for sin ; 
The priests shall kill their prophet, and the Jews 
Their king. 

Peter. Oh, Master, while I live 

This shall not be ! 

Jesus, Peter, thou art 



Sc. II.] A PASSION PLA K 105 

A stumbling-block, and mindest not the things 

Of God, being troubled with the things of man. . 

For whosoe'er would save his life 

Must lose it first This is a sacrifice for sin, 

For what shall a man profit if he gain 

The world, yet lose his soul? 

\Enter John, hurriedly^ 

John, John, 
I Ve missed thee, John ! 

{Embraces John, who remains on Ms bosom^ 

John, Oh, Master, joy doth tie 

The tongue which would reply to thy salute. 
And dew of gladness clouds the gratefiil eye. 

Judas [looking restlessly at John]. The sim sits high in 
heaven, and the heat 
Warns us to seek another resting place. 

Jesus. Thou 'rt right The strongest sunshine brings 
The darkest shade. — Peter, dost love me more 
Than these ? 

Peter. Aye, Lord, thou knowest all the love 

I bear to thee. 

Jesus. Then feed my sheep ! 
For verily the wolf doth roam abroad, 
Which shall devour the shepherd and his flock. 
The shepherd must lay down his life 

[Enter Sauel.] 
Sauel, Master, 

Thy mother and thy brethren stand without. 

Seeking to speak with thee. 



\ 
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Jesus \looking to his disciples\. Behold, 
My mother and my brethren here ! 
For whosoe'er shall do the will of God, 
He is my brother, my sister, and my mother. \Pauses^ 
Yet we will to her. I have much to ask 
Forgiveness for. Come, John ! 

\Exeunt omnes, except Peter and Judas. 

Peter, Judas, there are 

Base creatures on this earth which, having wings 
To cleave the sky of heaven, prefer to crawl 
Upon their bellies, wormlike through the mire. 
Beware ! [Exit Peter. 

Judas, So, so ! the shepherd's hireling thinks 
He's found the wolf; perchance the wolf hath teeth. 
Most nicely put my Peterkin ! 
Humph ! now-a-days the dullest fool is taught 
To neatly turn a catching thought 1 



SCENE III. 

Before Nathan's stall. 



Nathan [alone, sings\ 

The cuckoo leads the best of lives, 
The merry knave hath seven wives. 
The first she scrubs him out his room ; 
The second sweeps it with her broom ; 
The third she lays the table cloth ; 
The fourth brings in his bread and broth ; 
The fifth she calls him in to dine. 



( 
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And afterwards pours out his wine ; 
The sixth she warms his bedikin ; 
The seventh sleeps his arms within. 
Heigho, cuckoo boy ! 

Hum ! That, I take it, is no small merit in this trade of 
mine! Your scribe and your reader and your lawyer 
do flapper so incessantly with their tongues that the very 
air about them becomes bilious from a surfeit of words ; 
while, as to their hands, they are grown like to cock's 
wings — useless except to beat accompaniment to their 
own crowing. Now the cobbler is a more sufficient 
man ; for while his fingers are well exercised, his tongue 
yet finds time to prevent the air stagnating. A song is 
worth a century of sermon, especially if the matter 
thereof be not lewd, but withal merry and instructive. 
Aye, even in these preaching days, when eveiy long- 
eared knave holds his conscience in soak, talks about 
washing out of sins, and prepares a lather of the most 
spumy virtue, — there is nothing more comforting than a 

song. [Sings,'] 

The sun was high, 

There came a fly, 

The cobbler merrily 

Sung O heigh ! 

Such flies and fleas 
May devils please. 
But with their pother 
All men they bother. 
The cobbler merrily 
Sung O heigh ! 



lo8 THE TRINITY; [Act II. 

\Enter ist and 2nd Jews.] 

1st Jew, Why, Nat, the day and thou seem best of 
fiiends. 
While all Jerusalem breathes sullen gloom. 
Which keeps ill concert with thy joyousness. 

2nd Jew, Aye, some unseen yet dark suggested fate 
Hath hung a millstone round the neck of time, 
So wearily he drags his woeful way ! 

Nathan, Whene'er a day bringing nought new arrives^ 
The would-be tickled finding not their straw, 
Must seek a cause for this monotony. 
Since for a time their pleasure has run out, 
They fancy earth is drawing to its end. 
Poor fools ! the sun won't cease to orb the world 
On their account ! 

1st Jew. But, Nathan, there are signs 

Which all can read. Across the western heaven hastes 
A star, which leaves a fiery track of flame. 
The night 'fore last a storm did rage 
As 'twere above the Temple's holiest space. 
While some assert they saw a mass of fire 
Spring firom the highest pinnacle, and pass 
Direct towards the storm and heaven. 
Others at midnight were aroused from sleep 
By strange and tremulous motions of the earth, 
As though the massy globe herself 
Did tremble at the horrors which approach ; 
While 'midst the fury of the storm there rushed 
Along the streets one by a devil reined 
And jockeyfed, with shout, " Woe, woe to thee. 
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Jerusalem ; thy days are almost run.'* 
Myself did hear. 

Nathan, Hadst thou but given day 

Her fitting charge, the night had well repaid 
His sister's debt. I saw no storm, nor heard 
Mad rumbling of the earth, nor madder cry 
Upon the streets. When I awoke, the sun 
Was starting his accustomed course, hiding 
In endless light all starry impotence. 
The man to whom day brings appointed task 
Hath little time to search for prodigies 
By night Bah 1 if Jehovah sends 
A messenger of wrath, he '11 be dispatched 
Unto us all alike. Ugh ! prodigies ! 
Let nurses tell such tales to keep their charge 
In awe ; grown men can laugh at them. 

1st Jew. Nathan, 

It is not well to laugh at fate. 

Nathan, Why not? 

To laugh is proper passion in a man. 
Strengthening the muscles of his lungs ; 
'Tis the best test of honesty. 

2nd Jew, Why, Nat, 

I think thou 'rt right. He who can always laugh. 
Who treats this life as one great giant joke. 
Will lightly ride atop of fortune's wave, — 
This is the true philosophy, — to laugh, 
To smile, and think the world but jest. 
Nay, 'twould not dull me were the heaven aflame 
With one vast doom-portending prodigy. 
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The signs of fate I read in woman's eyes. 
And I am gloomy since the Magdalene 
Is cold. 

\st Jew, Eh, then, has icy virtue's unkind frost 
So early nipt the bloom of her desire ? 
Or has the prophet made a proselyte? 

2nd Jew, The prophet hath persuaded her 'tis sin, 
'Tis sin most damnable, which stinketh strong 
Of hell, to while an hour with any man 
Who has not been inspired. 

\st Jew, So, so, the prophet fain 

Would rob thy nest as well as mine ! — Methinks 
His course is nearly run. He has nigh lost 
The favour of the folk ; the Pharisees 
Will soon be strong enough for open fight, 
And with their victory returns our peace. 

Nathan. Such peace as when King Herod ruled ! I 
The Romans silenced both — ^preacher [would 

And Pharisee 

\st Jew. Why, Nathan, I could think 

Thy father not a Jew, had'st thou not sucked 
A Jewess for thy dam. I '11 whisper thee — 
Thou knowest why the folk this Jesus hailed? 
They hoped to gain their freedom and a king ! 

Nathan, Aye, aye ! their freedom and a king ! 
'Tis light to make the mob believe 
That purple hath a reddish tinge ! 

\Enter ist and 2nd Pharisees.] 

2nd Phar, Well, dost thou now believe my prophecy? 
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ITie feast is passed, and fortune's wind now turns 
The weather-cock of folk-applause f wards us. 
By the next Passover this king is crushed, — 
This preaching prophet will no longer howl 
His blasphemies against the Law, 
'Gainst Moses and 'gainst us. 

\st Fhar. Thou hast fate's book 

Most rightly read. Yet this same temper in the mob 
May veer to some new quarter ere the year 
Runs out. I fear its constancy I 

2nd Fhar, In truth 

It may ; but it shall heighten to a gale, 
And spend itself before it blows afresh. 

[Sees Nathan and the two Jews.] 

Good morning, friends ! Eh, Nat, how goes with thee ? 

Nathan. Most excellently well I would the times 
Did pass as easily 

2nd Fhar. As waxfed thread ? 

Why, so they might, were man as pliable 
As half thy leather. Well, what news to-day ? 

Nathan. Ask those who 've spent the morning seeking 
news. 
Our twenty thousand gossipers 
Can scarce have laboured all the mom in vain. 
One man at least has passed another's wife, 
Or some poor maiden's girdle seemed too tight. 
Upon the mart old Adam sold no figs, 
Or his wife 's had a fit ; — ^'tis all the same, 
There's news enough when sought ! 
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ist Phar, Hum, friends, have ye 

No better news than that ? 

1st Jew. Let 's see — ^hast heard 

Our Magdalene 's turned honest for a change ? 
She *s pinned her shreads of virtue and — ^her sins 
Upon the prophet ! 

2nd Phar, I much fear they '11 tear 

The cloak which inspiration casts o'er him, 
Leaving him clothed as vulgar men. 
\Aside to ist Phar.] The wind doth belly out our sails 
With most kind strength, and blows direct for port 

[Enter Boppc] 

Why, yonder comes the fool ! 

[Boppo bows to all, including Nathan.] 

Methinks it is a sober fool ! Well, Master Boppo, and 
how do thy new duties please thee? Doth thy new 
government pay thee well ? 

Boppo, Good masters; the only duty I have now is 
that fwards heaven, which failing to satisfy man's animal 
wants doth doubtless before long enable him better to 
gratify his spiritual. In a word, most worthy sirs, my 
mistress having discharged me, I am out of service and 
like to starve. 

2nd Phar, Soho ! rogue. Thy mistress is quit of thee ! 
Thinks she to pack off her folly with her fool ? 

Boppo, An' it please your honour, at Passover I had 
no small expectations, which my mistress getting wind 
of, she did most unkindly dismiss me from my several 
offices. If your worship would but say a word for me — 
or good Master Nathan here. 
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Nathan, I'll say nothing for thee, knave, except to 
recommend thee for the gallows. 

2nd Fhar, How, Nat ? He 's a most harmless, and 
withal a sobered fool. Come, friend, I '11 try thee for a 
while myself. So follow me home. 

[Exeunt Pharisees. Fool remains behind. 

Boppo [to Nathan]. Eh, javel, I am only fit for the 
gallows, am I? Thou pitiful buskin-botcher! Didst 
see how his worship jumped at my offer of service, eh, 
thou contemptible clog-clouter ? But I demean myself 
speaking to thee ; thou art but a fit companion for galli- 
gaskins and gambadoes ! I will leave thee, spatterdash, 
to thy miserable trade ! [Fool hastes after Pharisees.] 

Nathan, So, so ! 

Misfortune is not folly's medidne \ 
Such physic but skin deep doth drive disease. 
Whence it bursts forth with double virulence. 

[Enter Jesus, disciples ^ &*c. Crowd increases^ including the 

Magdalene, Sauel, 6«»^.] 

The fool hath prefaced tragedy by farce ! 

Sauel, Master, the Pharisees say thy teaching trans- 
gresses tradition. How then shall we obey both ? 

Jesus. Have these hypocrites not made void the word 
of God because of their tradition ? Shall ye then obey 
God or man ? Well hath Isaiah prophesied : 
" This people honoureth me with their lips ; 
But their heart is far fi'om me. 
But in vain do they worship me. 
Teaching as my doctrines the precepts of man." 

8 
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Wherein, friend, do they say my teaching transgresses ? 

Saud, They say thy disciples wash not their hands 
when they eat bread. 

\A murmur of disapproval runs through the crowdj] 

Jesus. Hear ye and understand! Not that which 
entereth into the mouth defileth the man, but that which 
proceedeth out of the mouth — this defileth the man. 
Whatever goeth into the mouth passeth into the belly, 
and is cast out in the draught But the things which 
proceed out of the mouth come forth out of the heart, 
and they defile the man. For out of the heart come 
forth evil thoughts, murders, adulteries, fornications, 
thefts, false witness, railings — these are the things which 
defile a man. Yea, I say unto you, the body sins, not, 
but the spirit. When the spirit willeth a sin, it is as 
already committed, albeit the body make no move 
thereto. Ye have heard that it was said : " Thou shalt 
not commit adultery ; " but I say unto you that every 
one that looketh upon a woman to lust after her hath 
committed adultery already with her in his heart. And 
if thy right eye causeth thee to stumble, pluck it out 
and cast it from thee; for it is profitable for thee that 
one of thy members perish, and not thy whole body be 
cast into hell. And if thy right hand causeth thee to 
stumble, cut it off and cast it from thee ; for it is profit- 
able for thee that one of thy members perish, and not 
thy whole body go into hell. Verily, I say unto you, sin 
of the heart is the most terrible sin of all, for it is an 
offence against the Holy Spirit which abideth in men, 
and purification therefrom is the hardest to obtain. They 
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that have ears to hear, let them hear ! \Looks towards 
the Magdalene^ and departs attended^ 

Magd, [aside]. Nature hath many shaping-moulds, 
wherein 
She casts to divers types this human clay. 
Sometimes her workmen seem but novices, 
Pour the coarse mass of fluid in, and ere 
It sets will turn it out, leaving rough time 
To firm the lump. Such are the mob of men 
Who undistinguished cross this earthly stage, — 
Like to rude vessels which the potter forms 
For household use, so easily replaced, 
That broken, housewives oft forget to scold. 
At other times, weary of ancient types. 
She plies herself the sculptor's art. 
In rarest marble chisels noblest shapes, 
Setting a model for her crude apprentices, 
Who then repeat with ever weaker traits, 
With blunter curve and texture rough in kind 
Her work, until the type, grown commonplace, 
Sinks to mankind's poor dunghill average. [Pauses,] 
Herein I trace the woman's handiwork, 
The fickle madness of her genius, 
So jealous was she of her own conceit, 
She needs withheld the power to love her sex. 
O Nature, Nature, had'st not clay enough 
'To make him more a man ? 

2nd Jew [approaching]. Fair one, 
Why art so pensive ? Hath the common gloom. 
Or the more special tokens of our time. 
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Brought Parson Fear to rant upon thy sins? 
\Maliciously!\ Or hath the thirsty prophet drunk thus dry 
The bubbling hot-spring of thy native love? 

Magd. Nay, but love's fount flows stronger than of old. 
Though its warm stream no more shall run to waste. 
Watering rank weeds and barren earth. 
'Tis cistem'd to a better use. 

2nd Jew, And like 

To overflow its reservoir, 
Had not this preacher such a drunkard soul ! 
Come, pretty fool, how longer meanest thou 
To play the peevish shrew ? 

Magd, Thou dost not know 

This man j he is no shuttlecock like thou, 
Struck high by pleasure's noisy bat, 
Ever to tumble lifeless in the mire, 
Were 't not for the repeated blow. 
He is a man whose one idea is worth 
Thy paltry life — ^nay, thousand lives like thine. 
Dafst thou then judge him with thy sickly thought? 
Farewell — ^betwixt us lies a boundless gulf! [Exit. 

2nd Jew. So, ho ! Jerusalem will soon be filled 
With saints. 

\st Jew [joining him\. Why, Rab, who's washed thy 
head for thee ? 

2nd Jew. The Magdalene *s turned preaching saint, 
And being a sinner values holiness. 
She 's found a white-wash virtue for her soul, 
Which I suspect will soon rub off", 
Being lightly coated o'er her sinfulness. 
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isi Jew, In faith, I think a woman oft believes, 
Sin as she will, she still must be a saint, I 

While man, however holy, yet remains 
A miserable sinner. 

2nd Jew, Well, in plain truth, 

I like your downright sinner doubly damned 
Better than your converted saint ; 
They both do smell of brimstone, but the one 
Would hide it with a sickly incense smell 
Which has not honest sulphur's open smack. 

ist Jew, Come, with a cup of wine we *11 wash this out. 
There are no end of women in the world, 
And, praise the Lord, there 's many who are fair. 
While greater blessing still, — ^most fair are fools. 
A cup of wine I say ! 

2nd Jew, I '11 go with you 

To drink damnation to all prophecy. 
Nathan, adieu ! [^Exeunt, 

Nathan [looking after them]. Adieu, most worthy pair ! 
Oh had I leather like your consciences. 
What easy shoes I *d make ! Poor Magdalene ! 
The churl was right, thou canst not play the saint, 
It is too late to weary of thy life. 
What 's that to me ? She wears out shoes. [Sings,] 

The sun was high, 

There came a fly. 

The cobbler merrily 

Sung O heigh ! 
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SCENE IV. 
A garden in Jerusalem, Jesus and the Magdalene. 

Magd. Lord, thou hast said, " We meet again 
When Passover is by," yet till to-day 
In vain I Ve longed to find thee thus alone. 
Hast thou forgotten that bright eve. 
When lingering by the olive-skirted well 
We spoke of love ? Thou promised then 
To seek me when the feast was o'er. 

Jesus, Mary, the recollection of that night 
Is deeply marked in golden ciphering 
Upon an ebon tablet, hung 
Above the portals of my memory. 
Man never chapters out his life by years, 
But by those moments in the flow of time 
Wherein some great upheaval of his soul 
Hath stamped indelibly his character. 
Then feels the spirit rueful throes, the pangs, 
The aching labour of uncertain birth, 
While destiny brings forth a new-bom man. 
Or else base changeling of the spirit's self 
Such fatal crisis of my inner life. 
Such throbbing agony of fever'd mind 
Tore like a whirlwind on that night my soul ; 
Shall such a rent lie unremember'd there ? 
Nay, it is chiselled with thrice hardened steel 
Upon a rock of adamant ! 

Magd, Say, Lord, 
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What this should mean ! I am not as a man 

Learned in metaphor, well versed in phrase, 

Apt in the catching of some hidden thought 

Though mantled in a mystic garb of words. 

A woman can divine no dreams, can read 

No revelation in the skies, nor point 

The moral of a parable. But say 

Thou'rt sad, she'll weep with thee; smile, and she'll 

laugh 
With thee ; speak in the language of the eyes, 
And she '11 translate thy thought's most hidden depth ; 
Whisper of poesy, murmur of love. 
She '11 quote whole books of rhyme, and make the air 
Thou breathest drunk with love. 

Jesus, Mary, what love? 

Oh, how much gratitude I bear to thee ! 
For on that night I learnt a holier love, 
A purer, nobler, spotless love, 
Which sprung like some sweet lily on the marsh 
Of brackish turbid pool, whose waters failed 
To satisfy my eager thirst. 
Aye, poison lies within thy gilded cup, 
Howe'er it sparkle with a wine-like glow ; 
Poison which cramps the spirit's nerves. 
While firing flesh with passion's passing flame. 
Thy joy is but delirious disease, 
Which leaves a life-long wreck of mind. 
Come, sister, let me tell thee what is love : — 
Offspring of God, his viceroy here on earth, 
Sent to poor mortals that they may foretaste 
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The else o'erpowering draught of heaven's bliss. 

If, then, the rarer gold is granted man, 

Shall he content him with poor tawdry gilt ? 

Nay, one small ounce of gold is worth 

A planet of this beggar stuff — 

As to parched sailor on life's sea becalmed, 

One drop from heaven is worth the boundless main, 

Whose treacherous ripples softly smile below. 

Mary, my sin fell nothing short of thine. 

Yet God hath granted mercy and his peace. 

Seek comfort too, from endless love ! 

Magd, Why, if this love is infinite, hath God 
Made man so prone to what the world terms sin? 
What is this sin but Nature manifest, 
The outcome of no self-implanted force ? 
We take our passions from an unwilled birth. 
Must thank our parents for them, and they theirs ; 
Man is but Nature's child, and she 
With all her crudity, is either God 
Or else a greater primal force than He. 
Wouldst praise thy God all day? Nature cries. Eat ! 
Like a base slave thou must obey. 
Wouldst keep the vigil of the night? Nature cries. 

Sleep ! 
As helpless babe thou slumberest. 
Wouldst think of heaven ? She '11 turn thy thoughts to 

hell. 
In short, — wouldst act, wouldst dream, wouldst think, 

wouldst love ? 
Nature must first have granted her consent 
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Here is man's god, and shall he vainly strive 
To wield the sceptre of creative force ? 

Jesus. Mary, 'tis victory o'er Nature's sin 
Which makes man nobler than the unchecked brute ; 
'Tis this emblazons his nobility, 
For manhood's royal patent is the wilL 
Sin is the furnace which refines the soul ; 
Sin is from God and yet opposed to him ; 
Sin is a mystery so divine 
It needs outreaches human thought 
Were there no secret in the deity, 
Man were divine, or God were man. 
This limit to their power is common bond 
Of brotherhood 'twixt men, spreads mutual love. 
Calls forth one feeling of humanity. 
Bids us united triumph over sin 
And offer sacrifice. 

Magd, Aye, purge yourselves 

With hyssop or with myrrh, and slaughter doves. 
Oh, sins are lightly blotted out 
If you 've both money and hypocrisy ! 
This age is sick to death ! 

fesus. Who form the age ? 

Has not each one of us our share therein ? 
Can give it health with noble thought and deed ? 
The least of us may by an earnest life 
Tonic his time. It wants no master mind 
To cry, " The age is hypocritical." 
Custom requireth time to 'stablish her, 
Meanwhile old wisdom groweth out of date. 
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And its utility becomes our load. 
The lesser thinker grumbling bears the yoke ; 
The greater silent throws it off, and seeks 
New forms which have a meaning for his day. 

Magd, Then why dost preach to me of sacrifice ? 
'Tis folly, nay, 'tis sin to slay 
A gentle brute for an ungentle crime ; 
It can appease no God. 

Jesus, Yet one gift may. 

Go offer up thyself as sacrifice 
For sin ; go place with all humility thy life 
Upon the altar of God's love. Repent ; 
And with a contrite heart seek heaven's grace. 
Then, sure of self, go search the haunts 
Of infamy ; tell sinners of this love. 
Of brotherhood, humanity's ideal ; 
Fire their souls too with longing restlessness 
For ampler life, for truer, deeper joy ; 
Raise them from foul brutality to men. 
So shall each heart thou lead est heavenwards 
Be sacrifice that well might purify 
A thousand lives like thine. O sister, aid 
To found God's kingdom here on earth ! 

Magd. Rabbi, 

What can weak woman do for such a work ? 
She has not eloquence, and if she preached 
The mob would mock at her. 

Jesus, What 's mockery 

To her whose tongue proclaims a great idea. 
Within whose soul the Holy Spirit breathes, 



, I 
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Who thinks not of herself, but toils for truth ? 
Yet eloquence lies more in deed than word ; 
A noble act outweighs a noble thought, 
For we can borrow thoughts, acts are our own. 
Oh, there is much a woman's hand, 
A woman's heart can touch, which lies 
Beyond the reach, beyond the ken of man. 
Come, help me then outside man's sphere 
To teach the gospel of pure love. 

Magd, [moved]. Nay, Lord, 

It cannot be ; I were not worth the task. 
The sick can with small profit minister 
To others' malady. 

[Pauses, and then continues with force,d harshness^ 

Besides, thy teaching hath a second string. 

Which tunes but ill to all this twang of love. 

For sinners God hath lighted hellish fires, 

Where damned eternally they are consumed. 

Nay, keep thy love ! I must perforce keep mine. 

Our proper orbits are not less apart 

Than heaven and earth, yet why have I allowed 

Such perturbation of my course ? Come, star. 

Back to thy old and wonted track. Farewell ! 

I '11 trouble thee no more. [Exit,. 

Jesus, Stay, Mary, stay ; 

Thou must not leave me thus. Alas ! too late ! 
[Pauses,] It cannot be too late. 

Father, Thou oft 
Hast granted aid, when sorrowful 
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I sought Thee with my prayer, 

Oh, hear me now. 
Grant that this woman may become 
A living symbol of Thy love ; 
Make her an instrument 
For man's redemption, 
Stretch out Thy hand fwards her ; 
Bestow Thy peace and save frotn sin. 

Almighty Father, 

Hear my prayer. 
That hallowed be Thy Name. 

Amen; Amen. 



SCENE V. 

A garden in Jerusalem, Peter and John. 

John, Peter, hast marked how oft the Master speaks 
Of his approaching death, as though he had 
Some woeful forecast of a violent end ? 
Though sorrowful, he seems to see therein 
The final triumph of his glorious work. 
If he should die, shall we not perish too ? — 
Like the poor helpless lamb — ^whose hapless ewe 
Hath fallen prey to some blood-loving wolf — 
Awaiteth death beside the parent corpse. 

Peter, darkness seems to shroud our hope. 
Entombing love in the dark vault of grief 

1 would that Jesus for a time should leave 
Jerusalem. 
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Peter, Nay, that would cause Dame Fright 

To breed, for she is ever danger's dam. 
I feel this mighty work so quivereth 
Upon the balance of portentous fate. 
That the slight breath of passing circumstance 
May turn the opposing scale. Rank murmurs run 
Like tunn'Uing rats beneath the noble pile 
Of folk-respect, whose heavenly fabric stands 
Based on devotion's soil, — now undermined. 
The people crushed by tax, hard pressed by want 
Kindled of Nature's harsh deficiency. 
Tremble at sight of these most threatening skies. 
Fearing the wrath of God ; the Pharisees 
Bend to one purpose all these elements, 
Proclaim Jehovah punisheth the Jews 
Because they break His Law, and list 
To hell-bom prophecy. Th' uncertain folk. 
Eager alone to feed the flesh. 
Find that the Christ makes little haste 
To seize the royal power. Next follows doubt. 
Is this Messiah ? If 'twere the Antichrist ? — 
Then were we damned. So foul suspicion's smoke 
Rises to blear the eye of faith. 

/ohn, Alas, 

Thy speech hath drawn a picture but too true 
Of these most luckless times 1 
Yet lately I have thought me much 
Upon our Master's holy words. 
Peter, his kingdom is not earthly rule ; 
It means the universal brotherhood 
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Of men, the union of humanity 

In one subjection to the throne of love ; 

A kingdom which shall last for aye, 

Apart from temporal kings and changing crowns, — 

This is his only doctrine, this his life ; 

This is the duty that he called us for ; 

We must proclaim unto the world at large, 

That love and love alone is law. 

Religion, and morality. 

Peter, Aye, John, were all men tender-bom like thou, 
'Twere no hard task to teach the world this truth. 
But men are selfish, sour, intractable. 
Cruel in deed, unkind of heart ; 
More readily will gain than give ; 
So that great thoughts, ere they have mastefd man. 
Must oft lay hand upon the sword. 
To write in blood peace-breathing truth. 
Much do I fear this heavenly love will need 
An earthly symbol of authority ; 
Some government to fix its faith, and keep 
In purity the gospel of our Lord. 
For there are those who will do good, if told, 
Yet only by obedience are kept wise ; 
Others again need force to follow truth, 
And though a virtue so compelled avail 
Its owner nought, it brings security 
To peaceful men. Yea, e'en the sway of love 
Must have an earthly guide. Should Jesus die, 
His worldly rule unfixed, there were none left 
To found its reign. 
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John, Oh, friend, he cannot die 

Until his work is done, nor leave us thus 
Disconsolate ! Yet my too fearful heart 
Doth tremble at the dangers of the time ! 
Oh, I can see him now in agony. 
Nailed by their cruel hands as heretic 
Upon the traitor's cross ! — 
Nay ! kindly Nature hath no tree so hard 
That it would let him bleed upon its arms. 
Nay ! earth hath such compassion in her bow'ls. 
They cannot hide an iron so rough 
That it would pierce those gentle hands. [Pauses,] 
My soul and his have taken equal lease 
Of these their fleshly tenements, and when 
The one shall quit, the other's time has run. 
I needs must die with him ! 

JPefer. Oh, rather say 

Must die for him ! Hast thou no hand to strike 
In his defence ? I tell thee there are some of us 
Will make Jerusalem a slaughter-house 
Before this Lamb be led to death ! 

/ohn, Peter, 

A life of love can never set in blood, — 
It is no lurid sun that sinks at eve 
In crimson sea, red as the heart's red wine ; 
'Tis like the soft, meek, peaceflil moon, 
Which casts no heated beam, but gentle waves 
Of liquid light, embracing heaven and earth 
In their mild radiancy, untinged 
By those deep coarser hues which mark 



128 THE TRINITY; [Act II. 



The birth and death of day. 

\Enter Jesus and other disciples?^ 

Jesus, Speak ye of birth and death, the gates which 
shut 
Life's murky city from the fresher fields, 
From olive-gardens, shady vine, from path 
Which twines the murm'ring brook ? See o'er 
Her dark and mantling battlements. 
Her thralling walls, Hereafter and Before ! 
Ye are but strangers here, who weary tread 
Like captive slaves the streets of Babylon. 
Will ye then lay up treasure for your foes ? 
Nay, toil to purchase freedom's happiness, 
That poor yet free ye may escape these walls 
And gain God's promised fatherland. 
Oh, friends, a little while and I must go 
Before you to that joyous rest ; 
Watch then and pray ! 

\Enter Judas.] 

Judas, Master, without are Pharisees who come 
To speak with thee; behind the rabble runs. 

{Aside in an audible whisper^ 

Methinks they bring her at an ill-sought time ! 

Jesu^, No time 's ill-sought for earnest search, 
For he who earnest seeks shall early find. 
Whom have they brought with them ? 

Judas \aside\. The Magdalene ! 

Jesus, Friends, certain Pharisees and Mary Magdalene 
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Are here desiring speech of us. Shall we 
Admit them iiow ? 

Peter. Only the Pharisees ! 

Jesus. Yet p'rhaps this woman stands in some great 
want? 

Peter. Lord, on the streets her sin and folly feed 
The common talk ! 

Jesus. Peter, am I not come 

To summon sinners to repentance ? Go, 
Judas, bring in all those who wilL 

[After a pause^ with great earnestness.'] 

Judge not that ye be not judged. 

For with what ttieasure ye mete, it shall be measured 

unto you. 
Why beholdest thou the mote that is in thy brother's eye, 

but considerest not the beam that is in thine 

own eye ? 
Or how wilt thou say to thy brother. Let me cast out the 

mote out of thine eye ; and lo, the beam is in 

thine own eye ? 
Thou hypocrite, cast out first the beam out of thine own 

eye ; and then shalt thou see clearly to cast out 

the mote out of thy brother's eye ! 

[Enter Pharisees, followed by officers with Mary 
Magdalene, then people^ 

Welcome, friends ; what will ye then from me? 

2nd Phar. Rabbi, we have a doubt, and so are 
come — 
Knowing thee sent by God — to question it. 

9 
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We seek interpretation of His law ; 

For though our Father Moses wrote 

With all the clearness of heaven's chosen scribe ; 

Yet later ages, with a duller sense, 

Have oft misread divine intent, till Gk)d, 

Seeing obscure and perplext view, doth grant 

A prophet to make clear his words. 

Jestts, My friend, 

Thy weighty argument well prefaces 
Some tale most notable. Why have ye brought 
This woman here ? 

2nd Phar, The law of Moses bids 

Us stone the woman who commits 
Adultery. She, whom we bring to thee, 
Is known throughout Jerusalem 
As foul adult'ress, tempter of our youth, 
Corrupter of our marriage ties, the curse 
Which leads through pleasure to destruction. 
Were it not right that she should die ? 

[Jesus, much moved, stoops and writes with his 
finger on the ground^ 

Magd. [aside]. Now for a goodly test of thy harsh 
creed ! 
Its life and mine must fight death's duel here. 

Qesus continues td write.] 

2nd Phar, Rabbi, were it not fit that she should die ? 
People. Aye, Moses hath so order'd it ! 
Jesus [ceasing to write and looking up]. Let him among 
you who hath sinless lived 
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Cast the first stone. 

[Again stoops and continues to write with his 
finger on the ground. Several make move- 
ments as if to pick up stones^ yet stop irreso- 
lute. Then PHARISEES and people slip one by 
one away,] 

Jesus \raising himself and looking up], Mary, where are 

they ? Dare not one condemn ? 
Magd, [in broken voice]. Nay, Lord, not one. 
Jesus, Neither do I. 

Go then thy way, and henceforth sin no more. 



SCENE VI. 



Room in the Magdai.ene's house. The Magdalene on 
the ground with disordered hair and dress^ eyes red 
with weeping; beside her a skull, 

Magd, \taking up skull]. Would that this tawdry gown 
of flesh 
Were mingled with the dust like thine ! 
Where is that brain which thought and willed, 
Which sinned and suflferfed ? Where are those eyes 
Which joy hath fired and grief hath dulled? 
The lips which kissed or muttered curse? 
The tongue which careless trolled 
A merry lay, or whisper'd words 
Of dark and dreadful prophecy? — 
Where are they all ? Gone, gone for aye ! 
While memory forgets the name 
That they once dreamt was their's and their*s alone. 
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Nothing is theii^s but nothingness ; 

E'en their poor case is strampef s toy ! 

Nature how cruel are thy freaks ! 

What hollow mockery lies here ! \Looking at skull^ 

This was the skull of some old revered priest, 

Who trumpeted no virtues not his own. 

This cavity was stuflfed with sympathy 

For human woe. Oh, venerable sage, 

How thou must shudder couldst thou see 

The harlot roll thee at her hound ! 

Poor man ! thou art but ninepin of the gods. 

Who stick thee up and bowl thee down in play, 

Nought caring for the knocks and buflfs 

With which fate's cruel ball doth favour thee. 

They crush thee out, as men kill flies, 

Or leave thee bruised to crawl t'wards death ; 

One moment think of thee, then nip thee up. 

Nor will thy small existence cross again 

Their memory. What value hath a life 

So pitiful? 'Tis but a mote of dust, 

Which quivers for a moment in time's sun. 

Then sinks for ever mixed with coarser dirt 

Why do men prize such barren stale ? — 

Think life the highest stake they well can set 

Upon the chances of fate's game? Cry — "Life 

And you may take my all ! " Cry — " Life and there 

Is hope ! " Oh, fools, this is thy folly's staff". 

The topmost tassel of its cap ! 

Wisdom would cease to breed, would blot out life, 

Leaving an empty world to chafe the gods. 
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From unfelt nothingness to conscious nought, 

From conscious nought to unfelt nothingness, 

So swims and swamps man's cockboat on life's wave. 

I will no more of it ! Tush, Misery ! 

Thou shalt no longer play my paramour ; 

Since the whole earth must thy seraglio form, 

I 'U fly from it and thy abhorred embrace. 

Come, lean and lanky Death, whom dullards fear 

As despot lord, but wise men saviour hail, 

For once thou shalt be vassal here. 

Obedient to my beck. 

If life hath joy, live on ; if hope, exist ; 

But when blank pain prevails, then die ! 

[Rises, and fetching an engraven goblet, pours the 
contents of a small phial therein^ 

Old friend, thou 'st served thy mistress well 1 

What revels hast not crown'd ? Jerusalem 

And Magdala have drunk the grape from thee ! 

Here round thy base runs legendary lore. 

How once a fair yet fickle wife from Greece 

To Troia fled, and of the bloody deeds 

Which followed flight. Methought in days gone by 

How must her life have overflown with joy. 

Whose beauty could set continents on fire. 

And for whose kiss a thousand heroes died. 

This were a woman worth the copying ! 

Here on the stem in smaller fret is cast 

The woeful life of Sophonisba and her spouse, 

While boldly stands around the curvfed bowl 

The more luxurious love of Egypt's queen. 
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Aye, she was woman who knew when to die ! — 

Why do I stand in hesitation here ? 

In thee, good cup, upon that fatal night, 

I drown'd my maiden shame. In thee 

I '11 drown this wretched life ! 

[Standing upy and holding the goblet high in the 
air,] 

This draught I drink to you, great three ! 
Hail, Death ! Hail, Chaos ! Hail, Eternity ! 

[She remains a moment with the goblet raised^ then 
hesitates and flinging it from her sinks to the 
ground,] 

[Scarcely audible,] Eternity ? [Shudders.] That were no 

rest for me 1 
This, this is what the prophet means by hell ! 
That each shall carry his own tortured soul 
Into eternity ! Too terrible ! 
To think, for ever think, yet have no power 
By act to dispel thought ! This weary life 
Were scarce a patch upon such glut 
Of agony ! What right, O God, hast thou 
To play the tyrant thus ? Hast made mankind ? — 
'Tis true. So hath mankind made men ideal. 
Formed from the crude materials of their world, 
Whose beauty far excels thy handicraft 
Thou givest clay-built shapes unwished-for life ; — 
Why hast withheld from man this paltry trick ? 
Didst fear, while thy creations mortal were, 
Man's own would scarce fall short of being divine ? 
The artist gives the world some noble thought, 
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The work completed, shall he cry, — This gift 
Is mine ; I can destroy it when I will ? 
Nay, human feeling is not miserly like God's, 
Who giveth life, yet with a niggard sense 
Withdraws, continues, and abuses it. 

pauper man ! thou hast but one thing here — 
And that scarce thine — this cursfed gift of life. 
This weary chain which makes thee heaven's slave. 
Were we but sure death bounded life, 

Would stifle this sick breath we term the soul, 

That immortality were but the dream 

Of some ambition-swollen pout. 

Who marking sky hath cloud, and cloud hath rain. 

Did argue heavenly waters and his own 

Futurity — ^were heaven as false as earth — 

Then were the henbane man's best friend. 

Nay, we should welcome death, although it came 

Upon the jagged edge of mob-thrown stone. [Pauses.] 

1 could have steel'd my heart to it, no cry 
For mercy had escaped these lips — yet were 

It horrible ! [Shudders.] Life ling'ring on within 
A mangled fiume, the bruised brow. 
The oft-torn breast, the broken limbs. 
Drenched red within a pool of blood ; 
The brutal exultation of the crowd 
As chanced some cruel stone again to cut 
The quivering flesh — the slow-expiring life 
Which writhed in keenest agony — 

[SkudderSj and wipes her forehead,] 
Nay, if the thought can raise such icy sweat, 



136 THE TRINITY; [Act II. 

What were reality? Is gratitude then drown'd 

Within this sea of misery ? 

Am I so full of wretchedness, 

That self can find no moment free 

To think of other's charity ? \Pauses!\ 

Twas he — ^whose name I am not fit to breathe — 

Who saved this life firom hideous throes ; 

Yes he — whom I had hoped to lure 

Into the pit of what I once deemed love — 

Has by his holiness staVd off awhile 

The hidden tortures of Eternity ! 

Oh, how I loathe myself that ever strived 

To make such chasteness stoop and worship me ! 

Yet this great soul could talk to me of love ! 

Ask me to share his work, forget my sin ; 

Crown all and save my life ! My life ? 

It is no longer mine, 'tis his 1 [Pauses.'] 

But what availeth such a tainted gain ? 

What can it profit him ? P'rhaps some 

Poor paltry office he may find, 

Where all unmarked I can requite 

With worthless thanks an all too worthy love.' 

Would he but treat me like his hound. 

Which knows no virtue but in following ! 

A sorry thing, unnoted by the world. 

Which fawns upon its master's feet, 

And in humility would wash 

Them with its tongue. Oh, lucky brute ! 

Who thus can prove low reverence for thy lord. 

Shall, then, his hound shew greater gratitude 
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Than I? 

[Pauses, and then an idea seems to occur to her,] 

Where art thou, cup ? I Ve found 
A better use for thee, and in thy last, 
Thy truest service thou shalt be 
More honoured than by all the revelry 
Of Abyssinia's princely house ! 

[Sin^s very softly and sadly ^ 

Slowly, with sorrow I take thee, O cup, 
Wearily watching the night hath now fled ; 
Murky the morning now breaks through the gloom, 
Dark be the day, for my spirit is dead. 

Lonely my life as the desert's lone palm. 
Gladness hath gone through the dark gate of grief; 
Weeping and wistful I ponder my way, 
Blind was its bliss, its pleasure but brief. 

I seek thee, O Saviour, comfort my soul, 
Help this poor heart its unhappiness bear ; 
Cruel the crowd will oft mock me to scorn. 
Lend me thy love, and then little I care. 

{Raising her hands with the cup.] 
Henceforth to be thy slave ! [Exit. 
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SCENE VII. 

Marriage feast in the house of SiMON. jESUS reclining 
on Simon's right. Disciples^ Guests^ &*c. 

Chorus of Maidens. 

O maidens, clap your hands, 

Sing the bridal song. 

Speed the bride along ; 
Come bless the nuptial bands, 

A wife is won to-day, 

Sound the lay ! 

O maidens, drop one tear. 

Weep for a second. 

Fate hath just beckon'd 
Our virgin comrade dear ; 

We lose a maid this eve, 

So we grieve ! 

The bridegroom comes to-night, 

Then trembling rejoice, 

When thou hear'st the voice 
Of the love we shall light 

With our soft lamps to thee. 

Happy be ! 

O sister hear our psalm, 

In thy life may joy 

Be free from alloy 
Of each sorrow and harm ; 

Though alone we are left. 

So bereft ! 
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O'er thy fellows be glad, 

Thy beauty desired, 

Thy love was required ; 
Shall we maidens be sad 

Though we bid thee farewell 

For a spell? 

Be thou joyous fair youth, 

This sacrifice thine. 

In raiment thrice fine 
She will plight thee her truth, 

For we yield her to thee, 

Faithful be ! 

Hail to the bride ! 

Hail to the groom ! 
For a maid is lost and a wife is won, 
On maiden's blush shall set the sun. 
The morning red shall find begun 

Riper joys of wedded life, 

Holier state of man and wife. 

Chorus of Matrons. 

Hearken, O daughter, incline thine ear. 

Smile 'midst thy weeping, laugh 'midst thy fear ; 

So shalt thy husband joy in thy grace. 

So shalt thou claim 'mong matrons thy place. 

Forget thine own folk, thy father's house. 

Leave maidhood's friends and cleave to thy spouse. 

Instead of fathers, children shall be, 

In motherhood sink virginity ; 
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Higher the calling, nobler the life, 
True name of woman must ever be wife 1 

Refrain. 

Raised above the toiling band, 
Let the finer woman stand ; 
Mix not in the strife of man, 
Such is Nature's golden plan. 

Let the life of home apart. 
Free from din of court or mart, 
Be a sanctuary rest, 
Haven of the toil-oppressed. 

Let true woman watch the fight, 
Guardian of the claims of right. 
Umpire, queen, and empress be, 
Object of all chivalry. 

The Ideal gives man power 
With a purer bloom to flower ; 
But the shadow of the mind 
In the Actual must be shrined. 

Learn, O woman, then thy task. 
Not in idle joy to bask, 
But to lead man heavenwards, 
Striking higher purer chords. 

With joy and gladness, O daughter, go. 
May heaven's blessings on thee flow, 
May'st thou be fruitful and multiply, 
Live too beloved, forgotten to die. 
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Lost is thy home, a fitter one found, 
Soon wilt thou see thy loved ones around. 
Instead of fathers, children shall be, 
In motherhood sink virginity ; 
Higher the calling, nobler the life. 
True name of woman must ever be wife. 

Simon. Fill ye our cups afresh with ruby wine. 
And from the topful goblets let us drink 
To bride and groom ! 

Omnes, Hail to the bride, hail to the groom ! 

[During the following chorus Mary Magdalene 
enters with a cruise of ointment^ and kneeling 
at Jesus' feet^ wets them with her tears ^ wipes 
them with her hairy kisses and anoints them,] 

Chorus. 

Hail to the bride, hail to the groom ! 
Jo/s torch shall illume 
The night's coming gloom. 
In silent hours soon 

Love's music shall sound, 
Two pulses keep tune. 

While two hearts rebound. 
Love is the monarch 

Who ruleth the night, 
Love scatt'reth the dark 
With fire of delight. 
Hail thee, O Love, welcome thy sway ! 
Hail thee, O Night, crown of the day ! ^ 

Simon [aside]. Is this man prophet and yet knoweth not 
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The sins of her, who thus before the world 
Anointeth him ? [75?^^^^.] Master, it is not fit 
This woman should be here. 'Twere omen ill 
If the chaste eyes of virgin bride should light 
On such an outcast of her sex. 

Judas. Aye, Lord, 

Is this not waste ? Such ointment being sold 
Had fetched three hundred pence, and, spent as alms. 
Were a more fit atonement for her life — 
If the just wrath of God can e'er forgive 
Such sin — ^than this most wanton loss. 

Jesus, Men, men ! 

This is the happiest moment of my life. 
And will ye damn it with your pettiness ? 
Judas, why troublest thou this woman, who 
From purest love hath wrought a noble work ? 
Ye always have the poor, and when ye will 
Can comfort them ; but I must leave you soon. 
She hath anointed me for burial. 
Simon, a lender once had debtors twain ; 
Frojn one five hundred pence were due, 
The other fifty owed. Neither could pay. 
So he forgave them both. Which, think ye, loved 
Him most ? 

Simon, He, whom he most forgave ! 

Jesus, So equalleth this woman's love her debt ; 
Her many sins shall be forgiven her. 
He whose small debt is cancelled, 
S The same hath little love. 

[Pauses, Continues bending forward to Mary.] 
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Mary, thy sins 

Are all forgiven thee ; thy faith hath saved. 

[Kissing her brow,'] Depart in peace ! 

[Exit Magdalene. 

Jesus [aside]. Father all merciful ! 

How too unworthy is thy son 

Of this most bottomless abyss of joy, 

In which all sense of jogging time is choked, ♦ 

While man, borne high on passive ecstasy. 

Seems pillowed on some rare and rapturous wind 

Far o'er the world's highway. I came to greet 

Another's bridal joy, yet find myself 

Summoned to mine own spousals here, 

Being wedded to a heaven-sent bride, God's love. 

Yea, in this moment love and I are one ! 

Though in the closeness of embrace I lose 

All consciousness whereof she may consist ; 

For in the instant that man knows her best, 

He feels that truest love o'errides 

All human platitude ! 

Chorus of Youths. 

We greet thee, O brother, the threshold is past, 
A new life beginning so endeth the last ; 
On our small stage thou 'st well played thy part, 
There wert thou trained for the world-race to start 

Manly go forward, man among men, 
The goal lies in front, keep it in ken ; 
Long is the way, the labour not slight, 
Yet triumph at last shall duty and right 
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We send thee forth, our champion stand, 
Never forget thou wert of our band ; 
For shield take man's strength, sword youthful fire, 
March to the trumpet, yet sing to the lyre. 

Thou hast love's wine to strengthen thy soul. 
Thou hast love's voice to cheer f wards the goal ; 
Onward then, brother, earnest yet glad. 
Joyously labour, real work is ne'er sad. 



Youths. 
Maidens, 

Together, 



Hail to our brother ! 
All hail to the bride ! 

{Self we must smother 
At this happy tide ! 



'^«- 
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ACT III. 

SCENE I. 

Be/ore Nathan's stall. 

Nathan [alone]. Thank God the cobbler plies his trade 

at home ! 

fir else the whims and quips of giglet world 

Were like to ruin all digestion. Bah ! 

The world grows old, and with old age 

Comes second childhood's doting foolery. 

To be a fool in youth is to be young ; 

But an old fool libels his parentage. 

Methinks the fathers of Jerusalem 

Being drunk begot us for a jest, — 

Or else their mates found something comical 

Betwixt the sheets. Who '11 settle it ? 

*'How 'twas ' wont cure * how 'tis.' We 're all bom fools, 

And that 's enough. These cits are fools, 

The Magdalene 's a fool, and — I 'm a fool I 

Our time can find no other predicate 

To cap the short yet all imperious verb. 

[Tah'n^ up a cup,] 
What can I make of such a toy ? 

She hath my cash and I her cup ! 

So both are well befool'd ! — She, who could sell 

For one tenth part its worth, and I, who bought 

10 
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An useless gewgaw with all useful gold 
What 's to be done with it ? — ^'Twould fetch its price ; 
But shall the cobbler huckster turn, and job 
With changers at the Temple porch ? Nay, Nat, 
'Tis like thy coin — not thine — ^mere paltry pawn ! 
Come, change thy trade ; hang out the broker's sign. 
Comb up thy hair, and keep a fiipp'ry shop ! 
Well, well, let 's put the bauble on the shel£ 
Adam and Samson were no feeble men, 
Both wiser than thou, Nat ; yet womankind 
Could master them. To fight a woman, man 
Must steal her weapons first, and then — 
He may as well turn priest ! 

\Enter Boppo.] 

Boppo, Good day, cobbler, good day! Hast thou 
seen ought in the mud that thou stirrest up thy puddle 
so vigorously ? What is thy wisdom, old truepenny ? 

Nathan, There's no spot on earth without its fool, 
and never a moment when one at least doth not bother 
me! 

Boppo, Cobbler, I have compassion for thee, and I 
would that God might free thee from thy woes — ^firom this 
plague of thine own flesh. Courage, old man, courage ; 
thou art not such a fool as thy modesty would make thee 
out! 

Nathan, Away, knave, or I'll pound thee to a jelly 
and make jeggets of thee ! I 'm in no fooling mood ! 

Boppo, Then why dost thou sit by the highway, spit- 
ting at passers-by like a gibcat on a dead thorn ? 
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[Sings.'] 

Cobbler's threat, 
Spinster's pet, 
Old woman's embrace. 
Bought kiss iof fair face, 
Young people's sense. 
Dead people's pence, 
A small horse's trot, 
Are not worth a jot ! 

Old man, old man ! my mood to-day is most humorous, 
jocose, and pleasant, while thine is waxy as a leathern 
jack ! 

Nathan [aside]. 

If youfain a fool would still. 
Talk according to his will ! 

Come, Master Boppo, doth thy new service please thee ? 
Boppo. Passing well, most worthy shoester. The 
harvest is right fat and findy. Not that pay is of any 
account to one concerned with matters of State, — yet 
even a patriot must live. [Singsl] 

Father Isaac, he was a statesman bom, 
Though his hat grew old and his coat got torn ; 
Yet he struggled and strived year out, year in. 
For the people's welfare a place to win. 
So at last they found him something to do. 
And he bought a hat and a coat thereto. 
Only to live as a patriot must, 
.Who can't do his work in a shabby crust ! 

Nathan. Methinks, friend, thou hast been to Rome 
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and learnt wisdom ! Well, very well, and what follows 
next? 

Boppo, Thou 'It draw no great secrets from me. I 'm 
no parrot who carries his knowledge on the tongue like 
butter on bread ! Nay, nay, I can be discreet in dis- 
course, sober in silence, and cautious in all circumspec- 
tion. Did I blab to thee of the trap we laid for that 
weak piece of flesh, the Magdalene ? Shall I chatter to 
thee of the great work we have now in hand ? Nay, my 
curious cobbler, thou shalt hear nought till the prophet 
hath fallen. I tell thee I am no babbling fool ! 

Nathan, Thy master hath ' a treasure in such a trusty 
knave. I wonder that he doth not always keep thee by 
him ! 

Boppo, If there were not such important business in 
hand it might well be. Most worthy Nathan, although 
from that stool of thine it be not possible to see any- 
thing of the greater world, yet doubtless in that lesser, 
which grovels beneath thy nose in the street, thou'rt 
well learnt. Now, our lords and masters wish to do that 
lesser world a service. Were it not fitting, then, that the 
lesser world should give them what aid it can ? 

Nathan, Of a verity. Master Boppo, thy wisdom would 
confuse Solomon's ! 

Boppo, Cobbler, if thou hast not learning, nor in truth 
wisdom, yet thou hast what more befit thy humble 
station — discrimination and discreetness. Hear, then, 
my worthy friend, I would gladly find out name and 
abode of those foolish ones, those misguided fishermen, 
those untaught idlers who most associate with this 
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heretic, this peace-disturber, this false prophet Nor 
shall thy trouble go unrewarded. 

Nathan [aside]. So, soft ! Now to shake off this burr ! 
Good fellow, though I cannot give thee both information 
and understanding, thou shalt have the former, and that 
freely. On the north side of the street, not far from the 
East Gate, lives one Master Reuben, who is reported a 
devoted follower. Then on the south side, not far from 
the West Gate, lives a certain Master Simeon, a most 
earnest admirer of the prophet. These were both like 
to be now at home, and 

Boppo, Enough, enough, good cobbler 1 Thy language 
is rough, yet it is but the rude shell which hides pearls. 
I haste ; adieu, adieu ! This business is most important ! 

\Exit 

Nathan, Go, fool, and polish till evening Jerusalem's 

stones ! \ChucJdesI\ If there be a Master Simeon by 

the West Gate, I am not old Nathan ; and if there be 

not fifty Reubens at the other end of the town, I '11 not 

make another shoe ! Humph ! What 's in the head the 

legs must carry ! 

[Chuckles^ and sings,] 

Since all journeys lead to Rome, 
Fools had better stay at home. 
There at least the fool is wise. 
Prophet lives and prophet dies ; 
If he wander o'er the earth. 
Wisdom truly rates his worth. 
Pushes forward, jostles back, 
Till his feeble head go crack. 
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Stay at home then, fool, and breed 
Other fools to learn thy creed ; 
Jobbernowl and loggerhead 
People earth till time hath fled ! 

\Enter Jesus.] 

Here comes one wise enough to see 

That men are fools, yet fool enough to think 

He '11 make them wise 

Jesus, Good morning, Nat ! 

Thy voice and hammer are the moralists 
Which tell Jerusalem the joy of work. 

Nathan, But like all preachers have small credit here. 
So be 't ! — ^Yet my poor sermon brings me gain. 
While thine will drive thee into ruin's jaws. 
Rabbi, some truths are better left unsaid, 
For they ofifend the duller intellect 
Which marks a height so far beyond its reach. 
Thy truth hath won thee many a foe, 
Few friends 

Jesus, The Truth shall triumph over time. 

However long a doubtful struggle last ; 
For therein lies the only fixity on earth. 
The one real germ of our eternity 
Amidst perpetual flux. 

Nathan, These are hard words — 

Eternity and Truth ! Two men can scarce 
Agree on one, — but ne'er on both. 
Are they not rather feelings than ideas. 
For which no practice finds a rule of thumb ? 
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Why should man strive with ten-foot line 
To fathom heaven, hell, and earth ? 

Jesus, Nathan, 

These thoughts, however dim and vague they seem, 
Are food unto the hungry soul of man. 
The source from whence Religion draws her strength. 
Her trust, her rule of life. 

Nathan, The stuff wherewith 

The weaker man gilds duty's pill ! I '11 .none 
Of it. 'Tis but a worthless mind which needs 
Religious crutch for lame morality, 

Jesus, Thou thinkest, friend, on harsh and ancient 
creeds ; 
Religion shall Jienceforth make duty love, 
And love the only duty of mankind. 
The true religion is the love of men. 
Written upon their hearts and not inscribed 
On any paper, wood or stone — 
The one religion among many faiths ; 
It is revealed to ev'ry heart, and thence 
Shall rule the world. 

Nathan, Humph ! 'twere not bad, 

Were man but loveable. Rabbi, thou 'It make 
Few converts here ; the Law in deathlike strength 
Hastens to wrap thee in its hydra folds ; 
Silence alone can save. 

Jesus, The man who feels 

An inner impulse to create, 
Cannot be silent, though his work appear 
Unjustified before the callous world. 
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Beyond control a force within bids me 
To teach the way of life. 

Nathan, The way of life 

Is death's high road — I speak not without proof. 
E'en now the priests and Pharisees complot 
To ruin thee and thine. 

Jesus, It well may be, 

For the brute element in man doth oft, 
Usurping reason's commonwealth, 
Play tyrant over his humanity. 
We '11 grant the brutish instinct will prevail. 
That Jesus — ^man — is crucified by men, 
Yet Jesus — Christ — shall rise from earthly tomb. 
Swaying for ages human hearts. Nathan, 
I have implanted germs of living truth 
Which cannot die, which in their season needs 
Must burst, and breaking through the coarser crust 
Bud to a virtue strong in fight. 

Nathan, I '11 own 

'Tis easier far to kill a man than chain 
His thought, yet is it pleasant for the man ? 
Merry is life to-day, to-morrow sad. 
We know not whence we come, or whither go. 
Amidst our honey oft is bitter gall, — 
Yet taken all in all, there is a joy 
In life which makes us loth to part with it 

Jesus, Our life is not the pleasure of its days. 
But the accomplished which it leaves behind. 
The man who gains the world one genuine truth 
Lives in Futurity; while he who basks 
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Ephemeral within the Present's sun 
May live his poor fourscore, and then must die. 
Take then thy flitting years and leave me what 
Remains of time. 

Nathan. To die for. so-called truth. 

In wordy phrases sounds most excellent 
But words are glib and oily trickery, 
The mocking symbols which denote 
Our thought and act, yet fail to represent 
The whirl of feeling which envelopes them. 
If truth then lies in words, who can be sure 
He blows not bubbles, when he thinks to forge 
Himself a name through coming centuries ? 
Bah ! I would rather hear Jack neighbour say 
" This is a merry knave," than thousand years 
Of parrot Johns should ceaseless cry 
" This was indeed a genius !" 

Jesus. Why, Nat, dost think 

The devil's fathered all mankind, that we 
Are bom such egoists ? 

Nathan. Humph ! who can say? 

Women are far too curious. Give me 
Maturest plant, heavy with rip'hing fruit. 
And I, digging beneath its deepest root. 
Will find the seed from which it sprung — the /. 

Jesus. Yet that first impulse hath long since decayed, 
Leaving a fruitful tree to gladden men. 
The primal impulse of man's heart is like 
The child's — 'tis self — ^yet as he toils through life, 
'Midst brother-men, he finds a nobler aim. 
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He gains a fellow-feeling for his kind. 

Upon the sea of human sympathy, 

Amidst the stormy waves of human woe, 

Self is o'erwhelmed, and man, borne on the raft 

Of brotherhood, reaches at last 

The haven of a longed-for rest 

Not by our names, but in our deeds we live, 

And he, who stepping from his way shall fetch 

Be it but cup of water for a child, 

Lightens the sorrow of the world, and God, 

Perceiving joy on earth, bids angels note 

The act in heaven's eternal register. 

Nathan, O poets, prophets, priests, and — podge ! 
Why can we Jews draw no distinction here ? 
If there 's a heaven let us reason on 't 
It cannot lie in poet's rhapsody, 
In priestly dogma or prophetic rage. 
Rabbi, thy words do anger me. I thought 
To warn thee of the dangers which beset 
Thy course, of secret emissary sent — 
Though fool in head, yet knave at heart — 
To seek thy pupils out What matters it ? 
[Hammers vigorously,] 1 shall not make a sandal less, 
Though I may lose a customer ; 
For when Jerusalem takes holiday 
It means, well averaged, at least ten pair 
Worn out 

Jesus. Nathan, thou hast an honest heart, 
And hence my love. I bear thee gratitude. 
Yet o'er the aim and purport of his life 
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Each man must be sole judge. The time may come 

When thou shalt think mine justified. 

I know these plots, yet duty bids 

Me heed them not, regardless take my course 

Like arrow from the bow, unswerving 'cross 

A swamp of human treachery. 

Nathan, Therein 

At last to sink ; the force of flight o'erpower'd, 
By passage through the viscous marsh-bom air. 

Jesus, Aye, true the arrow falls at last — 
When it has struck the goal ! 

Nathan, I '11 word 

No more with thee ; thou hast the longer tongue. 
My trade should measure shoes, not bootless words. 
The day is dull ; where sits the wind ? 

Jesus. It blows 

From east to west, from mom t'wards night. 
From fruitful land o'er barren sea ; it blinds 
The seaman with the foam it bears, and wrecks 
His vessel on the homeward shore. Oh, 'tis 
A strampet wind ! 

[Enter Judas.] 

/udas. Good moming, Nat. 

Forgive me if I breach the wall, and mount 
The rampart of your converse citadel — 
But, Master, I would fain have word with thee. 

Jesus, Would the whole earth were eager to receive 
My Word ! Judas, what wilt thou more ? 
" Do unto others as thou wouldst that they 
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Should do to thee." All the commandments lie 
Therein. This is my Word ! 

Judds [impatiently]. Lord, thou hast often told 

Us so, but other matters press, 
Demanding weightier thought and rapid act. 
I pray attention more immediate, 
And privy speech with thee. 

Jesus. It shall be so, 

If so thou wilt ; yet he who hath his will 
Must often lose his wish. Nathan, farewell ! 

-Nathan, Rabbi,, adieu ! [Exeunt Jesus and Judas.] 

I would more cunning breathed 
In thee, and less of mystagogue. 
The dove and serpent are strange mates ! 
Yet though the earth may out-trick heaven, 
I 'd rather fly than creep. 



SCENE II. 

By JacoUs well. Eventide, 



Qesus alone and asleep. The MAGDALENE enters 
and noiselessly places a flask of wine and 
food beside him. Site gazes sorrowfully upon 
him for a motnent, and then steals away,] 

Jesus [awaking]. How softly fell this sleep, 
How lightly held its sway, and gently passed 
Once more the spirit-bridge it came ! Meseemed 
An angel silent cleft the air, 



Sc. II. ] A PASSION PL A K 157 

Whose wing-waft motion stole my sleep, 

Believing some mischance had let it drop 

From heaven. No conscious dream, but yet the joy 

Of one who wakes from happy fantasies. 

'Twas welcome rest, which gave the body strength 

To aid the contest of the soul. Alas ! 

Poor soul. It is no little task that thou 

Must netve thyself to face, — and will result 

Be worth the toil ? — Can one man's will 

Bend this huge bulk of human stubbornness ? 

Or shall it break itself upon the rock. 

Which mocking will but echo back the cra^ 

Of shattered splinterage ? Granted I give 

To truth the last and highest sacrifice, 

Will such deep earnestness convince mankind ? 

If life and words have been of small avail, 

Can silent death arouse men's dormant hearts ? 

Who shall determine it ? This is the doubt. 

Which falls to each man's lot — the branched way 

Where he must hesitate ; forward he must — 

But which the road to heaven and which to hell ? 

The swinkfed soul feels sick with questioning. 

And the mind's eye tries wearily to read 

The batter'd signpost to the land of fate. 

How many toil-worn wanderers have carved 

Their names upon that ancient wood ! 

Token to future traveller of those 

Who 've gone before. — They, too, stood once 

Irresolute. — Such doubt in stronger hearts 

Is comfort to the weaker man ; 
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He feels not single in his helplessness. — 

Here a beloved name stands writ, and 'neath 

" I pass unto the right" ; while, facing this, 

In big rude letters by a prophet cut. 

The mandate reads : " Ye all must to the left " ; 

What monumental mockery of Time ! 

To be the blessing or the curse of man, 

To leave a good, ill-spent, or useless life, 

Fragment harmonious or crude within 

Mosaic pavement of the centuries, — 

This is our doubt, — and we must master it 

The smile or frown of heaven's all-judging sire, 

The deeds posterity shall write in gold. 

Or darken for an evil precedent, — 

This is life's question ; we must answer it 

To fight 'gainst hope for human suflfering. 

To struggle 'gainst the chains which bind mankind. 

Those chains which clanking laugh at our poor toil ; 

To live down hate, and earnest work for truth, — 

This is life's duty ; we must follow it. 

Follow with resolution, though it lead 

To death ! Is life then ours that we 

May part with it ? Were it not well to leave 

Jenisalem ? Nay, that were cowardice. 

Then might men cry, " See, this false prophet dares 

Not wait to tell us what is truth !" O men, 

Ye blindworms, there is truth beyond the law ! 

Man's ordinance can never reach God's thought. 

Nor top eternal Nature's fixity. ,. 
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Here duty, reason, manhood bid me stay, 

To face the sombre future's darkling fate. 

If fired by love for some small stretch of land. 

The patriot soldier hastes to certain death, — 

If drunk with liberty's most sacred wine, 

The inspired slave will strike a despot down, 

Eager alone to sink as burial pall 

O'er tyranny, an^i wash to hell 

With freedom's rash red blood the curdled juice 

Which gave a tyrant life, — ^if, mad with love. 

Two fond related hearts embrace and die ; 

If men for fatherland, for liberty, 

For love can brave the pangs of death, — 

Shall not a man for all the linkfed three. 

Refined and magnified a thousandfold. 

For world-wide fatherland, for liberty 

Of soul, for love t'wards all humanity. 

Be but too glad to sacrifice 

One trifling life ? [Fauses,] 

Yet there lies truth in what old Nathan said : 

There is a pleasure in mere life. 

Which is not lightly riddled out. To be. 

To breathe, to feel the vital blood 

Rush coursing through our veins is no small joy. 

Oh, shall this fine machine, the most complex 

And perfect Nature's handicraft can mould. 

Before the rub of time hath worn it out. 

Lie broken in the dust ? — ^'Twere terrible 

To think such sacrifice^ could leave unstamped 
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The purer coin of human intercourse ! 
Alas ! hath my life-work been vanity, 
. Fruitless desire and hollow mockery ? 
Is there no latent energy in men, 
Which love of truth might change to active good ? 
This cobbler with his folk-wit proverb'd right : 
Self is the force which moves the sluggish mass ; 
Love is what profits it, and Truth the fact, 
That Charity makes loss of gain. O man ! 
Why art so blockish, dull and gross of thought ? 
Why force the finer soul to lesser sin 
Of shunning men, that it may thus avoid 
The greater crime of hating all its kind ? {Pauses^ 

It cannot be that eVry man is formed 

Upon this Judas type. So barren, base, 

Adulterate his soul, .that pity nigh 

Congealed to hate. — " Master, the harvest once 

Was fully ripe, unsickled then we lost 

The plenteous crop, — 'tis now the aftermath. 

Poor, light, and sickly though it seems 

We yet must reap this opportunity." — 

Oh, heaven forfend, that others should misread 

My meaning thus ! Nay, two such bastard breasts 

Can scarcely breathe cotemporal 

The gentle air \ 'twould make it foul, pollute ; 

'Twould breed a pestilence. Yet he was one 

Who daily sat with me, sharing my thought 

And all communion of speech ! 

If the disciples fail to understand, 
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Shall not mere hearers, catching at a phrase, 
Go wide astray ? — Oh, thought too horrible ! 
The moment casts a lurid ruddy flash 
Across the landscape, where the footpath lies, 
Which I through Past to Present must have trod. 
Alas ! this pain-bright light makes all too clear ! 
I have but circuited, re-circuited. 
And ever circuited the lying lake, 
The waters of despair ! — All, all is false. 
Nothing accomplished, not one jot achieved ! 
Oh, I am weary, weary of the world. 
Toil-worn, life-tired, and spirit-sick ! 

[Seats himself by the well, and closes his eyes. After 
an interval rouses himself as with some reso- 
lution. He sees the bread and wine; the ten- 
sion seems to relax, and he drinks of the wine.] 

Nay, nay, not all is false, at least one soul 

Is saved, one purer joy at least is won ! 

Such deed alone is worth a life of woe. 

Stay ! are not natures like to hers more oft 

Than this man's vile and borrel mind ? 

Why am T thus so soft, so weak. 

So piping womanish ? — Courage ! the end 

Shall with a fitter coping crown the work. — 

Whate'er the will hath once decreed, 

The man of resolution can perform. — 

The youth who says, " I will," and makes that will 

First aim of life, shall find his wish attained 

When manhood comes. It is not strength, nor luck. 

But will immoveable that wins life's fight. 

II 
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And I have willed to teach men love ! 

Aye, e'en the basest hearts shall learn from me 

That love can tinge them with nobility ! 

\Enter John.] 

Eigh ! John, how comest here ? 

John, Master, 

Forgive me if I followed thee. I fain 
Had joined thee by the well, but thought thou wished 
To be alone, and so beneath yon tree [painting to 

terebinth^ 
Waited, and sleeping, overslept myself. 
Hast thou had need of aught ? 

Jesus, The heart 

Was hungry, yet itself found food ; 
The body's wants are well supplied. [Smiling^ and 
pointing to seat by well.] 

John, The Magdalene ! Aye, 'tis a trusty soul, 
Whose finer thought outshames our heedlessness ; 
Whose unseen service oft outslaves the slave's ; 
Whose gentleness outreaches all compare ; 
She 's first of women, who hath followed Christ, 
Example, boast and glory for her sex ! 

Jesus, The first and only follower of Christ I — 
Yet no small following ! 

John, Lord, lord. 

Why these harsh words ? Thou knowest all the love 
We bear to thee ; oh, do not wound our hearts 
With this reproach ! 

fesus, John, canst thou stand the test ? 
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Should the high priesthood of Jerusalem 
Proclaim thy prophet false, thy master heretic. 
Wilt thou offend thy God ? , 

John, I will offend 

The Law, which judging thee comes not from God ; 
His law is truth and thine is love, and I 
Obey them both. 

Jesiis, Yet there be some of you, 

Who play me false ; cry. Master ! Rabbi 1 Lord ! 
And glibly flatter with a fluent tongue. 
How shall I know thou 'rt not of these ? 

John. Master, 

Have faiihy then thou wilt know ! 

Jesiis [starting], John, John, how much 

• I Ve wrongfed thee ! {Embraces him,] Thou 'rt right, it 

needs but faith ! 
To-day I 'm peevish, cynical, morose, 
Apt in the thinking of a thought unkind. 
Morrow will better this uneasy mood. [Pauses,] 
See that the brethren all are summon^. 
We *11 hold a festival — the feast of Christ — 
The common meal as rite of common love. 
As symbol of humanity in men. 
Take up the flask, we '11 to Jerusalem ; 
I feel so light of heart that I could sing. 
My work is nigh accomplished ! 

John, Master, 

Thy troubles pass like ripples which the wind 
In spring chases o'er Galilee ! 
Jesus. Beloved, 
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Thou 'it self that soft and cedar-scented wind 
Which blows from Lebanoa 

" Awake, O north wind ; and come thou south ; blow 
upon my garden that the spices thereof may flow out 
Let my beloved come into his garden, and eat his 
pleasant fruits." \^Exeuni, 



SCENE III. 

Garden in Jerusalem, Two Pharisees. 

\st Fhar. What was the hour he promised to be here? 
Is it not flown ? Perchance he will repent ; 
Or may he not in falseness false 
But play the spy on us ? 

2nd Fhar. Hast thou not learnt, 

That when a single passion rules the breast. 
No other impulse, wish, or will can cross 
The mind's distorted glass, but broken, bent. 
Perverted they shall seem to mirror back 
An image of the one, the master-thought ? 
Is this man passionate ? His lips are proof. 
His brow, his eyes, unperjured witness bear 
Of violent emotion, whose snake-roots 
Have struck deep, twined, and branched within the soil 
Of a receptive heart What passion is 't ? 
His words are blatant prophets of the truth 
He thinks they hide ; — 'tis coarse revenge. 
Whose father may have been a coarser greed 
Or soul-destroying jealousy. 
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It matters not, I know the man, 
And he — is mine. 

1st Phar, Were we but sure 

So strong a hate as ours did prompt this churl ! 
Is he not folk-born, 'midst the people reared, 
A rude and ill-bred man, who, though he hate 
His fellows, yet must hate his masters more ? 
He 's no fat-wit to sacrifice himself. 
His vantage, and class-gain for love of us ! 
What 's our revenge to him ? 

2nd Phar. My friend, 

The rulers of a folk feel no revenge. 
Taste not of hate, and are not passionate ; 
They are the law, rigid necessity. 
Unruffled by the sense of hate or love. 
And when they have not strength enough 
To force their will upon the restive mob. 
They calmly probe its varied temperament. 
Place here a fuse and there add oil — 
Treating men's passions as a game at chess. 
Whose pieces can reciprocally check — 
Until their will attained, they tighten rein, 
To shew the mass in whose hand lies 
The power to curb. This is state-craft. 
The art political, whereby 
One wise man may control a million fools. 
Necessity of state, not low revenge. 
Requires this prophet's death. 

\st Phar, But why this means ? 

Jesus hath lost his following ; what need 
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To bribe his faction now ? 

2nd Phar, All need. 

Folk-favour is a wondrous changeful thing, 
Which no wise hunter for a morkin holds ; 
E'en when it seems most dead, 'twill shew most life. 
Spring from the grave and throw the sexton in. 
We '11 run no risk ; the folk itself must bring 
This prophet 'fore the judgment seat ; 
Judas shall lead them on, and we — 
With outward gravity and inward smile — 
Can let the people judge their acclaimed king. 
Aye, 'tis a cunning scheme which would not shame 
The subtle heads of Rome ! It makes us joy 
O'er human ingenuity, the skill 
Which God hath granted men. 

\st Phar, True, true ! 

The Council wants not thoughtful minds 
To rein the rabble and its demi-god. 
But think you this will root out heresy ? 

2nd Phar, Aye, an I know the nature of a Jew ! 
He '11 give no credit to a bankrupt creed. 
Which led its shaper to the cross. We Jews 
Have not the Gentile faith which deifies 
Each beauteous form, and for a novel thought 
Must find religious symbol and a throne 
In heaven. Were 't so, our prophets had been gods. 
And all our heroes after death divine. 
As 'tis, we 've more religion and p'rhaps less — 
\Chtickles\ Morality. 

ist Phar, Humph ! if religion takes 
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A man to heaven, he '11 spare morality. 
Hast heard the latest gossip of the street? 
Oh, 'tis a wondrous tale ! 

2nd Phar, Nay, I have passed 

The mom indoors with Caiaphas. 
What says the town ? 

\st Phan, The Magdalene — 

2nd Phar, So, more of her ! 

\st Phar, But wait, — ^like wounded dove 

Hath sought a refuge on the crabbed pine. 
There penitent she '11 pule, and whine, and coo 
An odd-matched chorus to its windy creak. 
Nat Cobbler and Nat Cobbler's maid ! 

2nd Phar. What, Nat ? 

Nat our philosopher, the cynic Nat ! 
What choice wit-cracker found the tale ? 

\st Phar, The prince of jesters, 'twas jack-pudding 
Truth! 
What thinkest of the joke ? 

2nd Phar, The best that Truth 

Hath ever played ! If that 's Truth's present mood, 
Methinks that after years of banishment 
Dressed as buffoon he '11 shew again at court. 
So ends our little farce? I pity Nat, 
While I must laugh at him. 

\Enter Judas.] 

1st Phar, Hist ! Judas comes. 

We'll laugh anon. Take care he 'scapes you not, 
For 'tis a slipp'ry soul ! \Steps aside,] 



i68 THE TRINITY; [Act III. 

2nd Fhar. Good morning, friend. 

Time runs, but thy desire limps after him. 
Dost thou regret thy promises ? 

Judas. Not I !— 
I leave regret to thin and vap'rish men, 
Who think and think till all solidity 
Of will and act melts 'neath the fire of doubt • 
Think'st thou I am a shale, a very husk 
Which every flirting wind blows where it will ? 
I thank the Lord there 's stouter stuflf in me ! — 
Who is thy friend ? His bleachen face 
Doth ill befit a stiff and bloody deed, 
He looks imparcelled fear and sighs 

2nd Phar, His fear, 

Making him one of us, will hold him fast 
His wealth is no poor instrument, if plied 
By skilful hands, a challenge unexcelled 
To friendship 

Judas. Hum ! warm thine own bed ! 

I '11 nought with him. I like not rabbit-men, 
Who burrow when a fool may chance to shout 
Hast thou spun out thy plan ? 

2nd Phar, To-morrow brings 

The Passover again. This feast must call 
To mind afresh last year's deceit. 
The blighted hopes, the nipt expectancy, 
And all the hatred of a folk which feels 
Itself beguiled. Excitement of the day. 
The memory, our gold, thy leadership. 
Combine to make occasion fit. 
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We '11 send safe men among the crowd, 
Who '11 echo to the accent all thy words, 
Forcing to speedy issue any scheme 
Thou mayst propose unto the rabblement. 
Well-earned reward, — the nation's happiness, 
And this \Gives him a bag ofgoldJ] 

Judas. It's welfare doth not trouble me. 

If 't did, I scarce had played this game with thee ; 
I am no clod-pate, one who works for words, 
Happy if some self-seeking knave, 
Pouching the gain, shall call him patriot. 
I know thy class — it is the nation's bane. — 
Had this cursed prophet followed my advice, 
Its power and gold were long since ours. 
Wilt use me as a tool ? — Ha ! ha ! — 
I am but tool to carve my private ends ! 
That these are thine is chance, and not my love. 
Hast grasped me yet ? We have a common aim. 
Which is our only bond of sympathy. 

2nd Fhar. My friend, I never undervalue truth, 
But like sweet herbs, it should be dressed with oil. 
Are we at one ? To-morrow shall the folk 
Condemn this prophetling ? 

Judas, It shall. 

2nd Fhar, Enough ! I '11 do my duty, do thou thine. 
I '11 pack the mob, thou lead it on. 
So double-harnessed for a day we '11 run. 
Until at night our common goal be won. 

[yoins the ist Pharisee, aftd both depart,"] 

Judas [looking after him]. Thou double-damned hunks ! 
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Had I the power I 'd crush thee as a worm ! 
What 's all thy gold to me ? The wealth of Tyre, 
Of Indus, and of Babylon, were but 
A frothy speck upon the sea 
Of my revenge ! Dost call thyself a man, 
Who with thy blood unheated, calmly plot, 
Intrigue, and calculate these pros and cons, 
The coward harbingers of murd'rous crime ? 
Hath this same prophet ever mocked thy hopes, 
Scorned thy advice, and with contemptuous look 
Called thee mean, sordid, base ? Am I 
Not better than this cream-faced John, 
This sooterkin ? Curse on his washy pink. 
His pigeon eyes, and cant of love ! — 
Can I not bluster with this Peterkin, 
Huff, bounce, and storm as well as he ? 
Am I a mongrel pup whelped in the mire, 
That they should treat me as an outcast cur ? 
I can face lies, forge holy leers, and fool 
Mankind as glib as any three of them ! 
Damnation take them all ! I '11 fire a hell, 
Where these dull moths may singe their wings — 
Aye, and this prophet shall himself be fuel ! 

\Enter Boppo, unobserved,'] 

[^Through his teeth."] I '11 play the fur}'^ in Jerusalem ! 
Boppo [aside]. Oh, lucky man, he's drunk, most 

swinish drunk ! 
Judas, Ye smooth tongued Pharisees ! Twill be no 
fault 
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Of mine, if ye too do not join the dance ! 

One huge hell-broth shall in the cauldron boil, 

Destruction, murder, ruin everywhere ! 

All human fiends shall break their hated bonds ; 

All passions riot for the time unreined ; 

Ravin and rape shall, meeting, greet 

And hark lean hell-hounds to a plenteous gorge 



Boppo [aside]. Stark staring mad, oh, bravely mad ! 
Eigh, what a bog his fancy puddles in ! 

Judas, I *11 light a funeral torch, whose lurid glare 
Shall, doubly red, from eVry gutter spring, 
A blood-reflected beam. We two, 
The finest souls in all Jerusalem, 
Mounted aloft, will watch the devilry, — 
The prophet on his cross, and I, 
Upon the Temple's highest pinnacle. 
Cuddling myself for joy ! I '11 glut 
Upon revenge, and with a rav'nous gust 
Drink such deep draughts of bloodiest delight, 
That by their fumes at last o'erpower'd I fall 
Into the self-formed hell beneath ! 
Ha ! ha ! Can this fool think that such a deed 
Were paid with gold ? [Flings bag from /tim,] Gold is 

for life, — and I 
Will death, death ev'rywhere and hell let firee ! [Exit 

Boppo [advancing and picking up go/d]. Too foolish to 
be man, — yet his shape was human ! Would any num- 
skuUed booby have thrown such a mort of gold away ? 
Boppo, thy fortune's made! To-morrow thou shalt be 
the very bawcock and dandiprat of the town ! . Yet 
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to-morrow this monster will destroy Jerusalem ! This is a 
very pregnant matter, and wants thought. Gold, — good ; 
present owner, one Boppo, — good ; late owner, drunk, 
mad, and a fool, hum ! — good. When drunk, a most pot- 
valiant chuff; when foolish, a most generous valet ; but 
when mad ? — that's the very kernel of the matter — when 
mad, — a most unhallowed scoundrel. Yet, should I tell 
my master of this, he might snap at the bait Gk>ld, 
— whoreson gold; life, — strumpet life; is there no couple- 
beggar to make one of you ? Think, Boppo, think ; be 
consequent, and rake up thy dull wit \Scraiches his 
head, and pauses,'] This thought is most heavy baggage ; 
'tis no wonder that your much-thinker often cracks his 
skull. Let's see, there be two propositions : first, — This 
gold is mviey — that is the foundation of all logical 
thought; next, — My master must know of this matter^ 
Ergo, " My master must know of the gold 1 " Dull-wit ! 
thy propositions be wrong ; they are contraries, for they 
lead to an absurdity. Go pack, thick-brain, go pack ! 
Thy ergo is no ergo. Gold is matter. All matter is this 
matter. Ergo, this matter is gold. Nay, this gold is no 
matter, — which, being translated from the logical into the 
native, readeth : this gold is no matter of my master's ! 
Eigh ! this logic is not so subtle as it seems ; — 'tis most 
excellent in practice. Boppo, Boppo, hadst thou ever 
thought, thou wouldst have been a great thinker ! 

[Exity singing. 

Were all the heavens of parchment made. 

Were all the earth with paper laid. 
Were ev'ry star a priest, 
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I guess that time had ceased, 
Ere they had writ 
The power of wit I 



SCENE IV. 

Upper chamber in Nathan's house. Evening meal, 
Jesus and his disciples, 

Jesus, Beloved, to night I 've much to tell you of, 
My heart is full ; yet time runs on apace. 
Eager to make the future past, and close 
The story of another human life. 
\Takingup a cup,] Whence comes this cup? 

Peler, We know not, Lord. 

The meal prepared we wander'd forth awhile ; 
On our return this goblet filled with wine 
Centred in glitf ring gold our homely feast. 
Engraven round it runs some heathen tale 
Of riot, lust, and rankling thought 
It is unfitting here, base parody 
Of love. 1 11 V^ay with it ! [ Would remove cup,] 

Jesus, Nay, move it not ; 

There is a deeper harmony in fate 
Than the coarse sense of man at first detects. 
From this quaint cup with sensual love o'erwrought 
We '11 drink the triumph of a nobler birth, 
The advent of a purer love, — the love 
Of soul to soul, of man to man, 
Divine love regnant o'er the earth. 



174 THE TRINITY; [Act III. 



This was the purport of my mission here, 

For this same love I sacrifice my life. 

\Taki?ig up the cujf.] This is my blood, new testament to 

men. 
Drink ye of it ! [77ie cup passes round.] 

John. Master, what meanest thou ? 

This is thy blood, and thou wilt sacrifice 
Thy life ? Can this be love f wards us ? 

Jesus, Aye, John. 

children, yet awhile I stay with you, 
Then go whither ye cannot come. 
One all sufficing law I give the world : 
Love one another with the love I bear 
To you. 

Peter, Lord, where thou go'st I follow thee, 
E'en unto death 1 

Jesus, Wilt thou lay down thy life 

For me ? — ^Thou knowest not the strength of doubt 
Before the cock shall crow, thy fearful heart 
May thrice deny its love. 

John, Lord, without thee 

Life were a barren waste, a trackless wild, 
A clouded night without its beacon star. 

Jesus, I am the Way, the Truth, the Light of Life ; 
Follow but fearlessly and thou wilt find 
Truth's subtle spirit, the great comforter. 
Dwelling within thy soul. Be of good cheer, 

1 have o'ercome the world, have built a bridge. 
Whereby ye too may pass the troublous stream 
Of human doubt, dark waters of man's thought 
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Aye, though ye cannot tear aside the veil, 

Whose heavy folds screen the divinity, 

Yet learn that in the humblest of mankind 

The godhead manifests itself to men. — 

Brethren, I send you forth to preach 

My gospel to the world. — ^When I am gone 

Wander abroad, and where ye find 

The shadow, merest semblance of a man. 

Tell it of love, and lo ! the Deity 

Shall breath therein. Summon all lands. 

All colours, and all tongues to found 

The world-broad empire whose sole law is love ; 

Build upon rock this one firm government 

Amidst the shifting sands of human rule. 

Be ye but sure the truth abides in you. 

And its pure spirit will inflame your words. 

Think not on argument, for truth dictates 

Instinctive wisdom to convinced minds. 

Go boldly before princes, temporal powers, 

Since ye shall sway a greater realm than these. 

Unto the world shew exaltation^s fire. 

Earnest persistency, and brother love. — 

If men have persecuted me. 

Shall they not persecute my followers ? — 

Fear not, stubborn conviction renders torture joy ; 

E'en on the rack a constant soul can oft 

Scorn bleeding flesh and triumph o'er the world. 

Your lives shall be a ceaseless fight ; 

Yet with love's breastplate and the temper'd sword 

Of Truth one man can slay a thousand lies. 
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Are ye well fumishM ? 

Peter, Master, we 've but two swords. 

The one is mine 

Jesus, It is enough ! 

\Taking the second sword,] Let Judas carry this; he's 

need of it [Pauses.] 
Friends, e'er we part 
I would entreat one trifling pledge 
Of future memory. [Preaks breads and gives to his 

disciples^ Eat ye, — this is my flesh. 
Where men shall meet together and break bread, 
Oh, let a silent thought whisper the name — 
Jesus — whose flesh Was broken for our love ; 
Then shall their meal become a feast of joy, 
Token of love, symbol of common bond 
Which binds humanity. 

{Pauses^ and then continues in a troubled voice,] 
Verily, verily I say unto you, 
That one amongst you shall betray your lord. 

[Looks abstractedly towards JUDAS.] 
Peter [to John, who is reclining on the same couch as 

Jesus]. Ask whom he speaketh of? 
John, Lord, which is he ? 

Jesus [looking intently at Judas]. 'Tis he that dippeth in 

the dish with me. 
Judas [scornfully, and dipping]. Rabbi, speak'st thou of 

me? 
Jesus. Thou provest it. 

Woe, woe unto the man through whom 
The Son of Man shall be betrayed ! 
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Well for him had he ne'er been bom ! — 

My hour is nigh. \Aside to Judas.] What thou 

wouldst do, 
Do quickly, for the night draws on apace. 

[Judas rises and goes out. 
Beloved, I bid you all a last farewell. 
My peace I leave with you, not worldly peace, 
But that more noble soul-repose which springs 
From conscious truth, from inward righteousness ; 
That force, which 'midst a tott'ring universe, 
While heavens crash and reeling earth gapes wide, 
While sun and stars with mad alarums rush 
In fiery courses through a heaven of flame, 
Alone remains immoveable : a proof 
How small is Nature's utmost potency 
When measured 'gainst the strength of human soul. 

{Pauses^ and then prays,] 

Holy Father, keep these Thou hast given me in Thy 
name, that they may be one even as we are. I have 
given them Thy word, and the world hated them, be- 
cause they are not of the world. I pray not that Thou 
shouldst take them from the world, but that Thou 
shouldst keep them from evil. 

They are not of the world even as I am not of the 
world. Sanctify them in the truth; Thy word is the 
truth. As Thou didst send me into the world so send I 
them into the world. And for their sakes I consecrate 
myself, that they may be consecrated in truth. Neither 
for these only do I pray, but for them also that believe on 
me, through Thy word ; that they may all be one ; even 

12 
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as Thou art in me, and I in Thee, that they also may be 
in us. O Father, I have glorified Thee on earth, having 
accomplished the work Thou hast given me to do. Amen ! 
Amen ! 

Disciples \rising\. 

Glory to God ! Peace on earth ! 
Goodwill f wards men ! 

{They then sing the following hymn^ 

Brother, on the world's highway. 

Forward march with firmer tread ; 
Though the mom be cold and grey. 
Even dies in golden red. 
We have joyous news for thee. 
Tidings for humanity. 

Brother, thou art not alone. 

Fellow-men have passed before ; 
They have stumbled o'er each stone. 
Freed the path from many more. 
We bring love to cheer thy road, 
Love to lighten each man's load. 

Brother, though thy life be short. 

Though thy sight can scarce reach earth. 
Though 'midst worlds thou art as nought, 
Yet 'mong men thou hast thy worth. 
To be man is no small gain. 
There 's divinity in pain. 

Brother, we have each our task. 
Be it great or be it small ; 
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Stop not o'er life's aim to ask, 
Follow only duty's call 
Ev'ry deed alike is real. 
Truly done for human weal. 

Brother, let thy loving be 

Earnest, deep, and firm of heart ; 
So shall life pass joyously, 
Each man play his fitting part. 

Mutual love and mutual aid * 

Are the sunshine of life's shade. 

Brother, when thou feelest most 

God-forsaken, man-forgot. 
Stay then nobly at thy post. 

Deeds shall live while grief cannot 
Love is never far from thee, 
Birthright of humanity. 
Love is God and lives in men. 
Seek it and thou find'st Him then. 



SCENE V. 

The Mount of Olives, Approach of night, 

Qesus, who throughout the scene appears very 
excited^ enters with Peter and John.] 

Jesus, Beloved, the years have shrunk to days, the days 
Have dwindled to an hour, and this same hour — 
To which a century of feelings rush, 
Eager to find occasion and a place — 
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Not heeding our unwonted need, hastes by, 

As though it were a common span of time, 

A sixty-minute thing, each minute formed 

Of some poor eighty regulated beats. 

Oh, cruel Time, why do men measure thee. 

Making their concept heartless tyranny ? 

Can we not reckon time afresh ? 

Name ev'ry thought a second passed, 

Each feeling-cluster be a minute termed. 

While with the formed will an hour might end ; 

The will transformed to deed should crown the day, 

And sum of all our deeds be human life ! 

friends, life is too short for love, too brief 
For joy ; we clutch the future yet it slips 
Away a thin remorseless past — a dream. 

Whose fading shadows are the ghosts which haunt 
The present's sleep ; shrieking, " Awake and act ! 
We were and we are not ; what is, is not ; 
For in the being it hath fled. Awake and act, 
Since thou must shortly die ! " O life, 
Thou 'rt very full of pain ! [Pauses,] 

Sit here awhile. 

1 will go hence and pray. 

JbAn. Dear Master, why 

So troublous, so confused thy look ? 
Why is thy talk so strange disordered? 
'Tis almost night— cahn, gentle night— 
When good and evil on the common bed 
Of all embracing Nature sleep. Slumber 
Is not so nice as poets fancy her ; 
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She '11 seek the roughest bed, and hsith been found 
Pillowed upon a murderer's breast. Sweet peace ! 
The night brings pelace and we are weary, Lord ! 
No ill could choose a night like this to war 
On good ; the vety air would stifle it ! 
Let us seek sleep. 

Peter, Eigh, let 's to bed ! 

Then should the morning break with hostile storm, 
We shall have strength to face its worst. 

Jesus. Rest ! Sleep ! — 

Did ye say : Sleep ? — Shall I, who .stand 
Upon the brink of blind eternity. 
Who feel life's utmost moments swiftly ebb, 
Squander in sleep such priceless gems away ? 
Nay, sleep is past ! — I sleep no more ! 
Sleep is for mortals who at mom must wake 
To work. I work no more — I wake no more — 
I shall have rest — long rest — an endless rest ! 
Aye, I shall sleep a wond'rous sleep, whose dreams 
No man can guess. Nay, nay, this is not true ! 
'Tis human life is sleep, a fitful dream. 
Such slumber as -a stormy night allows, 
While death is but eternal morrow's dawn. [Pauses.'] 
If it should never dawn ? There lies the doubt, . 

The crushing helplessness of man ! Shall earth 
Remain a mystery, and heaven prove 
A myth ? My soul is very sorrowful — 
Even to death. Abide ye here and watch. 

[Jesus goes to some little distance. Peter and 
John, seating themselves^ soon fall asleep."] 
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[Prays,] O Father, if 't be possible, 

Let this cup pass away from me ! [Pauses,"] 

Why should I pray ? What force can lie in prayer ? 

What God shall do must be divinely right, 

And right hath no alternative. His acts 

Are of necessity, unchangeable ; 

No blind necessity, but general need ; 

Not judged by human reason, but divine. 

Which spans the giant whole. Shall then so small 

A fragment as this mountebank, this man 

Go trade and traffick with Almighty God 

Upon the ordering of the universe ? 

To folly what a ladder lends conceit ! 

As though the world were made for men alone ! 

Why should I pray, since prayer is but a farce, 

A string of senseless words thrown out on air? 

But yet — but yet when misery overtakes 

The stronger man, when human sympathy 

Can give no aid, when all is blank despair, 

Reason by childish habit is overcome. 

And in his agony man stoops — to pray ! 

Murmurs : Oh, help me, God ! yet knows 

It nought avails, and so — despises self. 

Se/f? How at last we are thrown back on thee ! 

Our parents, brothers, friends may help us o'er 

The little trials of life, but when our hour. 

The crisis of our fate arrives, 

All human kindness, e'en religion fails — 

The man is then dependent on himself^ 
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Must Stand alone, trusting this one resource ; 

For in the wildest storms of life 

Self is the last sheet anchor of his hope. [Pauses,'] 

And should the cable break ? Alas, we drift /^ 

Helpless, despairing on the rocks of fate ! 

How horrible a thing is this — the lack 

Of strength needful to meet our destiny ! 

Oh, 'tis an awful thought — " I cannot trust 

Myself" — to feel that in the moment when 

The soul should triumph o'er an adverse world, 

It may lie grov'Uing in the mire, and seek 

Ignoble exit from a half-won fight ! 

Is there no tonic draught with power to brace 

Our valour to great deeds ? — no medicine which 

Can give the flesh courage to back our will ? 

To die for some great thought is noblest end / ' 

Of human life ; for 'tis proof most complete 

That will is free, hath risen heavenwards. 

Scorning the earth's material bonds. Yet death 

Is very terrible, and only fools 

Will meet it with a laugh. This incubus 

Of what Hereafter means — this awful doubt 

Of immortality ! — I cannot die ! 

I dare not die ! And yet I haste 

To fearful death ! Oh, help me, Father ! Help 

Me, God ! No help — there is no help in heaven ! 

Man must endure his agony — and pray. 

Friends, brothers, help me if ye can ! 

[Returns to disciples and finds them asleep,] 
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What, Peter, could'st not watch an hour with me ? 

John, could not thy love overmaster sleep ? 
Peter, Rabbi, we were aweary, and the night 

Is dose. 

Jesus. Arise ! watch ye and pray ! 
The spirit willeth, but the flesh is weak. 

Qesus leaves them againl\ 
Alone, alone on earth ! These have not strength 
To share the final test with me. They would, 
But flesh is weak, and their hour hath not come. 
Alone, alone before an unjust judge, 
Before a mocking crowd, a callous world. 
To face alone the concrete pettiness, 
Concentered scorn of man ! It cannot be, " 

And yet — it must ! I will it — but 

1 cannot will. O Father, help my will ! 
Why do I pray ? God hath no human ears 
Pricked out to catch the mumbled prayer 
Of discontented man. A thought, a wish 

In silence passed must count as much with him. \Pausesi\ 

Must count as much ? — as little —nought ! 

What is then God to man ? His destiny. 

His fate, a law immoveable ! Alas ! 

For man there is no God ! — no help from heaven. 

No aid on earth ! Amidst the universe 

I stand alone — e'en like its God, alone ! 

Eternal loneliness — what awful depth 

Of horror in the thought ! Ever, for aye 

Alone, without a touch of sympathy ! 
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O God, I pity thee ! What suflPring must 

Be thine ! Nay, nay, Thou hast no pain — no joy — 

In solitude calm, passionless, and still. 

Thou art no man — to man unthinkable, 

Unloveable, a cipher in his compt. 

Why should he worship Thee ? — Thee, whose harsh will 

Brought pain on earth, and what a world of it ! 

Poor sufTring man ! what is this God to thee ? 

Nought, nought ! — or rather is He not thy foe ? 

That elemental force 'gainst which 

Humanity must struggle, bleed, and fall ? 

Crushed, ever crushed and bruised ! O God, 

Where is Thy mercy, where Thy love ? Nature 

From ev'ry cranny answers mockingly : — 

These are but human faculties, 

Murder and death are mine ! [Pauses.'] 

Mercy and love 
Are ours, are men's ! They make mankind divine ! 

brother man, how bitter is thy strife ! 
A ceaseless fight 'gainst self and 'gainst this power, 
Which breaks and moulds thee as the potter shapes 
His dull insensate clay. Brothers, I can — 

1 fed I can lighten your misery ! 
Why should I hesitate ? Love triumphs o'er 
Grim death. The piercing flame of truth — 
Blazing afresh from nigh forgotten aim — 
Shall steel the heart to deeds of sacrifice. 
To bear the burden of humanity — 
This is no little thought ! — I can — I will f [Pauses.'] 
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Oh, 'midst this agony warm tears of joy 

Wash from my cheeks the chilly sweat. I can — 

I will! I thank thee, God, that Thou hast made 

Mankind for men, and so created love ! 

I thank Thee, God, for men ! How infinite, 

How huge in this same lightning-flash of thought, 

Thy mercy springs from nothingness to all ! 

Dark, barren, harsh, and cruel were the world 

Hadst Thou not peopled it with men ! 

This makes it paradise, this changeth Thee 

From law, inexorable fate to tender love. 

O Father of mankind, did men but seek 

Their God, not in the rolling avalanche. 

Not in the shatter'd earth, or stormy sea — 

But in themselves, in lowly human life, 

In daily intercourse of man with man, 

How soon would they discover Thee, and find 

That God is love ! O Father, I can pray 

Again ; e'en from the thought my comfort flows, 

That being present in my heart. Thou needs 

Must hear my prayer ! Help my distress, and if 

It cannot pass away — Thy will be done ! 

{Returns to the disciples, whom he finds again asleep^ 

Sleep on, and take your rest ; the hour is come 
Wherein the Son of Man shall be betrayed. 

\He lightly kisses tlie foreheads of tlie two disciples, 
and then seats himself by them with his head 
resting on the palm of his hand, A noise in 
the distance, jESUS springs up agitated, and 
wakes Peter fl«^ John.] 
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Arise ! Behold he is at hand, that hath 
Betrayed me ! 

[Enter Judas, with an armed mob, Peter and 
John remain as if scarcely aroused from sleepy 

Judas [kissing Jesus]. Hail, Rabbi ! hail ! 

/esus. O Judas, with a kiss wilt thou betray 
The Son of Man ? 

Crowd. This is the child of Hell ! 

Seize, seize the heretic ! To Caiaphas ! 
He must be crucified ! 

J^efer [drawing his sword]. Help ! help ! 
Haste, John, run to the town and shout : 
Your prophet is betrayed ! 

[John departs, still as if in a dream. Peter rushes 
upon those who hold Jesus.] 

Crowd. Down with him ! cut him down ! 
Jesus. Peter, put up thy sword, for they who take 
The sword, shall perish by its edge ! — 

[Peter hesitates, finally throws away his sword, andflies.\ 

Are ye come forth with swords and staves to seize 
A robber in the night ? — Have I not sat 
Day after day teaching within the temple gate, 
And yet ye took me not ? — This is your hour, 
Wherein the power of darkness triumpheth ! 
[Aside.] J can — I will I 

Crowd. Away with him ! To Caiaphas ! 

He must be crucified ! 

[The mob leads J ESUS away^ 
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SCENE VI. 

Street before Nathan's stalls which lies to the right. Con- 
siderable bustle. Enter two Centurions, left, 

ist Cent, Are the guards doubly set ? Have they a hint 
To watch the temper of the mob ? 

2nd Cent, Aye, aye ! 

All is in trim, — and should occasion call 
I Ve bid despatch of messengers 
Unto the Citadel. There, veterans 
Fresh from the Syrian Mark will hold themselves 
All day equipped. — ^These scurvy Jews 
Would fly like chaff before a whiff 
Of their blood-temper'd steel ! 

ist Cent, Promptness is aU ; 

Draw blood the moment fever shews. 
And rabble ferment quickly cools, — 
If you give time disease will surely spread 
Throughout its frame, and poison so the whole, 
That madness imcontrollable results. — 
A few Jews less upon the earth 
Were rather gain than loss. 

2nd Cent Eigh ! 'tis a stuff 

That beat it as thou wilt gains nought 
In pliancy — a cold, unwilling folk. 
So harsh, it breaks its own more gentle parts. 
Had Jove been bom a Jew, his countrymen 
Would oath away his claim, or swear at least 
His foreskin falsely cut ! — What 's this strange freak ? — 
They'll hang a man because his thoughts are new. 
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Because he calls his pet idea the truth, — 
Proclaims them sinners and himself a saint ! 
No doubt he 's mad, but were each madman hung. 
Who would be left to hang the hangman's self ? 

1st Cent. If they 're content to kill each other, I 
Am satisfied ; it keeps them entertained 
And leaves us less to do. 

\Enter 2nd Pharisee.] 

2nd Phar, Good morning, sirs. 

I hope ye may not have a busy day. 
Pilate, hotly importuned by the mob, 
At last hath granted its request 

2nd Cent, To hang 

The Jewish king ? Oh, what a service done to Rome, 
To hang a king, whose kingdom 's in the skies ! 

\st Cent, Well, if he 's hung but high enough, he '11 find 
His throne ! 

2nd Phar, Hum ! — Gentiles hang, — the Jews have 
taste; 
There's something painful in the vulgar hemp. 

\st Cent, Give me the rope, 'tis softer go-between 
Than thy harsh stone. I well remember once. 
In Britain, how I hung six knaves for theft ; — 
The runnions kissed the gentle rope 
As though it were a doxy-wench, and went 
So merrily to hell, that Pluto e'en 
Must laugh. These islanders love hanging so, 
There 's scarce a man of them who dies in bed ! 

2nd Phar. 'Tis all affair of taste — thy taste and mine — 
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Whereby men understand bad taste and good ; 
A soldier probably likes steel the best, — 
A very carver's death ! 

2nd Cent Upon the field, 

Amid the battle fray, while blood doth boil. 
While steel is reeking hot, there without fear 
Unthinking man can meet an unfelt death. 
'Tis better to die vigorous than limp 
In dotage to a long-expected grave. 
Old age, which hates the name of death, 
Spends all its time in digging sepulchres 
And playing sexton to its youth. 

\st Cent 'Tis true ! 

He 's but a fool who watches life decay. 
This soldier's death were passable. 
If battle slaughter were so swift and sure 
As thy keen fancy painteth it. 
But to return without a leg, armless. 
Or say a one-eyed man, — the children's mock ! 
Grim Death's a wit, who loves a lumpish jest. 
E'en though it robs him of his prey. — I like 
Quick death, painless and when I will ; 
Good Nature hath provided friendly herbs, — 
A cunning hand distils these crystal tears, 

\Praws a small flask from his pocket^ 
Which e'en a silver vial scarce is worth 
To hold. O noble drops ! so kind to self 
And — friends ! 

2nd Phar, To friends ? — Ah, I 've a surly bitch 
At home, whose temper hath a rabid turn ; 
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She flew at me to-day. Were such juice mine 
I 'd free the world of her ! 

1st Cent, [laughing]. Take it, my friend ! 

Go kill this — bitch of thine. 1 Ve greater store. 
Return me but the flask. 

• 

2nd Phar, How can I thank 

Thee for this service, sir ? 

\st Cent, It wants no thanks. 

Why overrate its worth ? To still a hound 
Is no great feat, — a dog-trick at the best. 

2nd Phar, I '11 send the flasklet back to-night. 

\Enter Boppo, running^ 

Here comes my fool. What news, my trusty fool ? 

Boppo [out of breath]. Most worthy master, these be 
awful times ! — ^Am I alive ? — Am I Boppo ? 

2nd Phar, [shaking hint]. Thou art alive, art Boppo ! 
What hast thou seen ? 

Boppo, The monster — the monster hath sprung into the 
air — it 's standing on air. 

2nd Cent, Thy head doth stand on drink. The trusty 
fool seems stoutly drunk. 

\ Boppo, Drunk ? no, not drunk ! — I thought it drunk. 
But when it threw the gold away, I knew it for a 
fooL 

2nd Phar, What gold? Who threw the gold away? 

Boppo, Gold, did I say gold? — I should have said, 
the fool might throw gold away — so I followed the fool. 

1st Cent, Betwixt fool and bitch thou must lead a 
merry life indoors ! 
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2nd Phar. Naj, there's a root to dixs tale, cm 1 b<=i 
bottom h. Come, Boppo, who was the fool ? 

Boppo. The monster — I told yoa of the mocLster : — 
the red-haired monster ! 

2nd Phar, He speaks of Judas; 'tis he who's Eke ro 
act the troable-state, the patter-on to4aj. Whit of this 
monster? 

Boppo. I followed it, knowing it fool, and that — 
foob often throw their gold away. 

2nd Phar. [asid/\. Gold again ! — I think I catch the 
meaning of this gold. — ^Where did the monster go? 

Boppo. It went outside the walls, muttering, into the 
Potter's field, and gibber'd there like a scorched 2c^ — 
Oh, there 's a very gang of devils packed in it ! 

2nd Phar, Didst catch what it said ? 

Boppo, Once, as it jumped into the air, I heard it 
shriek, " Hell ! hell ! I would the world were heU I'' 

2nd Cent, A fiiendly wish ! Does the tale end here ? 

2nd Phar, What followed next? Or did thy fear 
master curiosity ? 

Boppo, Fear ! What is fear ? — The monster danced, 
then with a wriggle hung like scarecrow on a line. I 
was afraid the devils might escape, and so ran here. 
[Looking terrified over his shoulder?^ I do believe they 
followed me ! 

2nd Phar, Was there a line, knave? Art sure there 
was a line ? 

Boppo, Have I not told thee it stood on air, — ^how 
could it stand on air without a line ? 

2nd Phar. Friends, this is good news ! This break- 
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peace, this fitchew, this Judas — p'rhaps noting we were 
well prepared — hath hung himsel£ There will scarcely 
be rioting to-day. 

isf Cent, [aside]. The heavens be praised! another 
Jew the less ! 

2nd Cent. What ! a Jew hath hung himself? He can't 
be a Jew ! eh, firiend ? — Oh ! this Jew had most shamefiil 
taste I 

2nd Phar. \laughing\. Since his intent was good, I'll 
pardon him the taste. 

Boppo. Yet, good master, do not forget the monster 
threw ilo gold away ! 

2nd Phar. Aye, aye, knave ! thou hast brought good 
news, I '11 remember thee. \Exit Boppo. 

2nd Cent. I must to the Citadel ; it were still best to 
keep our powers awake. Adieu ! 

1st Cent. I'll with a posse to the Potter's field and 
bring this morkin home. Good day, sir! May the 
bitch die quickly ! \Exeunt Centurions. 

2nd Phar. Thus luck and skill in happy union 
Combine to weight fate's dice whene'er I throw ! 
I triumph, and the day smiles on my wish, 
I '11 hazard fortune's fickleness once more, 
The hour is mine ; and ev'ry man should seize 
Propitious moment to perform great deeds — 
Yet I must see this prophet pass. I '11 seek 
A friend ; — a lonely pleasure hath no joy. 

{Is lost in the crowd. 
\\st and 2nd Jews approach Nathan.] 

1st Jew. What, Nat ! can stitch amidst this hurlyburl ? 

13 
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I do believe, if 'twere the final trump, 
Instead of tof ling up thy sins, thou *dst stay 
To patch a shoe ! 

Naihan, The honest man finds peace 

To labour, though the heavens roll, and earth 
Gives up her dead. Woe, woe to thee, 
Jerusalem ! thy thinkers do not think, 
Nor will thy workers work ! 

2nd Jew. Phew, Nat ! What 's this ? 

Hast caught the prophet's mantle and his — twang ? 
Or hath his maid converted thee ? 

Nathan. Neither — 

Yet both. — There is a solemn earnestness 
About their lives, which makes man long 
For more reality in this street spume. 

2nd Jew. Woe, woe to thee, thou shoe-maker ! 
Thy leather smells of heresy ; I fear 
To wear these shoes, lest, by thy last inspired. 
They slip from 'neath my calves, and make me kneel 
To prophet carpenter and attrite whore. — 
A tidy twain for our idolatry ! 
Come, Nat, thou 'It not re-sole a worn-out wench 
Like an old sandal's base ! 

ist Jew. And Nat, to-day 

Thy carping raven from a fitting tree 
Is^like to croak himself so hoarse, 
That he will sing no more ! 

2nd Jew. Eh, Nat, and can 

A chisel-push carve a religion out ? 
Can stmmpets harp on holiness ? 
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isf Jew, Or e'en 

A cobbler preach morality ? Hast thou 
Forgotten the old song ? — 

When a hatter 
Will go smatter 

In philosophy, 
Or a pedler 
Were a medler 

In theology. 
All that pursue 
Such business new. 
They drive so far a cast. 

That evermore 

They do therefore 
Beshrew themselves at last ! 

znd Jew. So Nat, sage Nat, lace up thy thoughts 
Within thy shoon, and for thy good name's sake 
Seek a new housekeeper ! 

I^athan. Buzz, buzz, ye whames. 

Ye breezes, ye gadbees ! Scent ye the hides ? 
Alas ! your stings from leather won't draw blood. 
Oh, what a pack of tongue-pads have we here ! 

[Enter two Peasants from Nazareth^ Sauel, two 
Pharisees, and others."] 

1st Peasant. Lord, what a mass of folk ! I never saw 
Such crush drink wine in brother Jacob's inn 
At Pentecost, and that 's half Nazareth ! 

2nd Peasant. Peace, woman, peace ! Don't shew 'thy 
ignorance. 
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Let us not seem fresh come to town. 

[Addressing Sauel.] Canst tell me, sir, if through this 

street Jesus 
Must pass to Golgotha ? 

Sauel, To Golgotha? 

Why, yes ! Art thou a stranger here ? 

1st Feasant [taking the word]. From Nazareth ! 

Sauel, Where 's Nazareth ? 

1st Feasant, Why eVry Naz'rene knows Jerusalem ! 
This heretic was bred in Nazareth ! 

Sauel. Speak softer of a fellow-countryman ; 
Ye should at least have learned his worth ! 

1st Feasant. His worth ? 

An idle loon, who could work when he would, 
But needs must talk with priests and pore o'er books. 
As though he were not neighbour Joseph's son ! 
I often told my man he 'd come to ill ; 
Aye, and I was a witch ! 

Sauel, He cannot come 

To ill, whose life hath been one course of good. 
His death is but the triumph of his life 1 

1st Feasant, Why, he 's a heretic ; one devil-sent 

2nd Feasant, Wife, hold thy tongue ! 

1st Feasant [louder], I '11 swear he 's devil-sent ! 

[Still louder,] I '11 tell the world he 's devil-sent ! 

1st Bystander, Goody, 

What 's all this fuss ? 

1st Feasant, This fellow gives the lie 

To me, swears Jesus is no heretic, 
Not devil-sent, as though I had not known 
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Him as a boy ! 

Sauel \firmly\. He is no heretic. 

\st Bystander. So, ho ! the prophet hath a pupil here ! 

2nd Bystander. Where ? Bring him forth ! 

y^d Bystander \a scuffle beginning\. Take him to 

Caiaphas ! 
Crowd. Down, down with him ! We '11 have no con- 
verts here ! 
To Caiaphas ! 

[The crowd pushes violently towards Sauel, who 
is standing near the Pharisees. Finally 
Sauel is dragged away.} 

1st Peasant. Oh, Lord a' mercy, where 's my breath ? 

[Sees 1st Pharisee and others supporting 2nd 
Pharisee.] 

Husband, this gentleman seems hurt. 

1st Phar. Nay, he 's but faint \ give him more room 

and air. 
1st Peasant. Poor sir ! Let me undo his vest. 

[While freeing his neck the silver vial falls out.] 

Hi ! here 's his cordial flask ; that soon will set 
All right. [Smells it.] It smells most good ! 

[Futs it to his lips, and empties the contents down 
his throat^ 

2nd Phar. [recovering, afid semng the flask in her hand.] 

Woman ? — thou whore ! — 
What hast thou done ? Home ! — quickly home ! 

[ist Pharisee and others raise him.] 

Judas — 
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Devil — thou hast — thy wish — the world — is hell ! 

[Falls back and is carried out^ 

1st Feasant, Husband, did'st hear he called me 
woman ! — called 
Me whore ! Me ! me, thy wife ! 

2nd Feasant, Keep quiet, shrew ! 

I '11 teach thee, trub-tail, what this meddling means ! 

[Drags her off. Enter 1st Centurion with soldiers. 
The soldiers pushing back the crowd make a 
passage through the street^ 

Soldiers, Back, back ! Make way, make way ! 

1st Centurion [picking up his ffask]. What ho, my 
friend — and empty, -too! The bitch 
Is dead — poor brute ! Yet 'twas not gracious thus 
To leave the flasklet on the ground. A Jew *s 
All courtesy and — none. 

Soldiers, Back, back ! Make way, make way ! 

[A general murmur runs through the crowd^ 
Crowd, He comes ! 

[Enter inore soldiers^ then Jesus carrying his cross 

with extreme difficulty. After him soldiers^ &^c. 

The crowd presses on behind. A few women 

follow weeping, Jesus halts from exhaustion 

opposite Nathan's stall^ 

Crowd. Haste ! Crucify him ! crucify him ! 
To Golgotha !— Our King ! 
Our prophet ! — Prophesy, O King ! 

[Crowd sways threateningly towards jESUS, but is 
held back by the soldiers^ \ 
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Nathan \who has ceased to work]. Rabbi ! Rabbi ! 
Did I not warn thee 'twould be thus? 
How oft I Ve bid thee work, and leave 
The law and priests alone ! 

Jesus \in a low voice], I thank thee, Nat, 

For many sunny hours, and kindly will 
To alter human nature pre-ordained. 
It could not be, my life had purport fixed, 
The end is nigh accomplished ! 

Nathan, The end? 

Hath it not been a wasted life — a blank 
Of honest work ? 

Jesus, Not wholly wasted, Nat ! 

Not wholly blank ! 

Crowd, On, on ! he halts too long ! 

[Soldiers make a move forward; jESUS attempts to 
raise the cross but fails. At this moment the 
Magdalene comes out of Nathan's house, 
and taking her kerchief wipes the sweat from 
Jesus' face^ 

Soldiers [to crowd]. Haste, find us one to bear this 
weakling's cross ! 

Jesus, Mary, remember me ! — Thou hast 
A duty in the world, which needs 
Must stifle sorrow's pang. — Not wholly blank. 
Not wholly wasted, Nat ! 

Magd, I cannot live 

Without thee, Lord ! Is this the end of love ? 
Shall love breed hate ? And yet I more than hate 
These cruel men. 



200 THE TRINITY; [Act IIL 



Jesus, I have forgiven them, — 

They know not what they do. — Go, comfort her. 
My mother, comfort her ! — It is my wish I 

{Eocit Magdalene. Jesus remarks the other 
women, and turning to them, continues in a 
stronger voice,] 

Ye daughters of Jerusalem, weep not 
For me ! Weep for yourselves ! Weep for 
Your children's sake ! The days approach when ye 
Shall cry : Blessed are the barren, and the wombs 
That never bare, the breasts that ne'er gave suck. 
Then shall they say : Ye mountains, fall on us ! 
Haste, cover us, ye hills ! For if these things 
In the green tree are done, what shall they do 
When first the sap is dry? 

Some of the crowd [bringing Savel forward]. Here is a 
man worthy to bear the cross ! — 
A squab from the same brood I 

Crowd, To Golgotha ! 

Forwards to Golgotha ! — Come, save thyself, 

Thou hell-sent prophetling I 
Where is thy power, O King ? 

[Soldiers advance with Jesus, Sauel and the cross j 
crowd follows shouting and jeering, Nathan 
is left alone at his stall,] 

Nathan, Not wholly blank, not wholly wasted, Nat ! 
Nay, Rabbi, thou art right ! — How thy wan face 
Did glow with joy, thy eyes brim o'er with love, 
When Mary came ! — Meseemed thy countenance 
So flamed with love, so fired with joy, it needs 
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Must bum an impress on the kerchiefs cloth ! 
Who is this man ? — Where did he learn this love ? 
There is more in him than the world and I 
At first discerned. — So young to die ! and yet 
He leaves his footsteps on the shore of Time ! . 
Time, what is Time ? — I seem to feel it not ! 
To stand alone amidst its surging waves. 
Old, very old, like some green-aged rock, 
Whose batter'd sides are symbol to our mind 
Of what Eternity must be. — Ever, 
For aye, so whispers ev'ry wind around its peak ! — 
Not wholly blank, not wholly wasted, Nat ! — 
O men ! the god in him ye crucify ! 
Your sons the man in him shall deify ! 



**Quindi V Amore trionfa dell' uomo; la Castit^ trionfa di 
Amore ; la Morte trionfa di ambedue ; ma la Divinit^ trionfa di 
tutte le cose terrene." — Argument of Petrarch's Trumfi in VUa e 
in Morte di M, Laura, 



THE END. 
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